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The author of these poems has long been connected with 
the newspaper press as reporter, editor, and proprietor. 
When the "Taxes on Knowledge" were repealed, he 
commenced the publication of a weekly paper — the Stock- 
ton Herald — which has continued to this time, under 
competition among his contemporaries of the cheap press. 
The author has been engaged daily, Sundays excepted, 
from morning till midnight, and often beyond that hour, 
in the arduous duties of editor, reporter, collator, 
accountant, collector, correspondent, &c, &c, being him- 
self the sole member of the literary staff usually employed 
upon a newspaper. It has been during this time that 
the greater number of the following poems has been 
composed, many of them at the call of the printer, for 
the poet's corner in the paper, and have been set in type 
before the ink with which they were written was dry. 
Many of them have appeared in the various periodicals 
of the day. The author has a desire that they may not 
die with him, and has resolved to launch them on the 
stream of time, believing that they may afford some 



gratification to the lovers of poetry, as well as to his 
friends. He has been encouraged to this course by the 
wishes of those of his friends who occupy positions of 
celebrity in the sphere of literature, not the least of 
whom was the late James Montgomery, Esq. He 
does not lay claim to high merit in poetical litera- 
ture ; he has not written with any hope of fame ; his 
poems have been the spontaneous effort of the moment, 
incited, in most instances, by accidental circumstances. 
Having a mind trained from his earliest youth to the 
love of nature and truth, his chief delight has been in 
the flowery fields, among the melody of the birds, the 
scent of flowers, and the hum of bees. In childhood 
nothing had a higher charm. For whole days has he 
wandered alone through woods, over lea and meadow, 
breasting the valley stream, or from the top of some 
favourite eminence mused upon the busy life that ani- 
mated the scene below. The love of poetry and the 
poets was ever a passion, to be allayed only by the 
perusal of some new poem; and the works of British 
poets possessed a charm which language cannot express. 
At the age of twelve years he essayed to write his first 
poem, which was a lampoon upon a gentleman, who had 
rendered himself obnoxious to the author by a species of 
petty tyranny upon a widow with a large family, one of 
whom was a friend of the writer. Both the man and 
the poem are gone into oblivion. So far as can be 
remembered, it was severe, it may be unjust, in personal 
remarks. The man was indignant, and offered a large 
reward for the discovery of the writer, and many persons 
were charged with the authorship ; but suspicion never 
fell upon the author, who for once wa3 glad to escape 
from punishment by the termination of the holidays, and 
return to school, some thirty miles distant. The secret 
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was never developed, and was only known to the writer 
and his friend, who unfortunately met his death, through 
a collision on a railway, many years after. The lampoon 
was written in a disguised hand, and posted upon a door 
belonging to the man, whence it was copied by many 
people, and became generally known. Many parts of it 
were often shouted after the unfortunate fellow by the 
children in the neighbourhood. This circumstance 
quieted the poetical fervour of the author for many 
years. He was afraid of being thought to be a poet ; and 
not till beauty and love had crossed his path did he ever 
attempt another line of verse. Then the power came 
over him with irresistible fervour, and the approval of an 
amiable and accomplished woman gave inspiration to his 
pen. Those efforts of his muse have not been preserved. 
The seventh and eighth stanzas in " Cathedral Musings " 
are the only portion preserved of the verses written under 
the influence of the tender passion. v The theme was ah 
unfailing source of pleasurable composition ; and the warm 
commendations of an accomplished lady, herself the 
writer of polished verses, and the oracle of a numerous 
circle, gave increased zest to the pleasures of poetic com- 
position. From earliest youth the author has been 
enamoured with the beauties of poetical literature. The 
poems of Watts and Ann and Jane Taylor had a special 
delight for his infant mind. They were all committed to 
memory with a relish indescribable. As he advanced in 
years, the " Seasons " of Thompson, the poems of Collins 
and Gray, were learned by heart every line of them. In 
subsequent years the works of Southey, Coleridge, Moore, 
Byron, Wordsworth, Rogers, Pratt, Montgomery, <fcc, were 
read with a sober delight that often rendered the mind 
averse to other readings ; but it was not till love awoke the 
happiest feelings of nature that the true poetry of feeling 



aroused the mind of the author to poetical composition. 
He now found the true inspiration, and ardently bent the 
powers of his mind to depict the passion in true and 
glowing colours. It is with regret that he is obliged to 
confess that those efforts of his muse have been lost, 
with other juvenile memorials, which made no small sen- 
sation at the time of their appearance. At this time the 
author was engaged amidst scenes of agriculture. The 
daily attendance upon farming pursuits, together with a 
deep and feeling love of nature, gave a bias to his thoughts 
and feelings, and frequently has he retired to the solitude 
of a beautiful and secluded glen, under the shade of 
majestic oaks, where a splashing rill gushed from the hill 
side, the quist uttered its soft enamoured tones above, the 
leveret and rabbit gambolled around, and a wide extent of 
valley, meadow, and stream spread out for miles to the 
view. It was in this enchanting spot, in an arbour, or, 
properly speaking, an alcove, formed of projecting rock, 
over-hanging wild roses, and moss-covered stone, that he 
first really felt the inspiration of the muse. Many hours, 
among the happiest of life, has he lingered in this secluded 
spot, " and dreamed the impassioned lay." The poems, 
" Morning and Evening," were written in this seclusion, 
and many a choice volume of classic inspiration . were 
read here with a sublime zest. It is long time since that 
day has passed ; years have silvered his brow ; but he can 

v never return to that spot without feeling the same ex- 
cited pulse, the same fervent thought and indescribable 
power that passed over him in his happy youth. The 
trees are gone ; the coppice has disappeared ; the wood 
birds have*fled ; but there is still the same gushing riU, 
the same mossy seat, the same extended valley and blue 
sky, and the heart, ever true to nature, feels the same 

flush of inspiration amidst the early accustomed scenes 



of beauty and gladness. The writings of many years 
have been lost, the writer having no thought of ever 
appearing in print. It has been only since he has been 
connected with the press that ideas of authorship have 
entered his mind. Some of his poems having from time 
to time appeared in periodicals, he was led to entertain 
the idea that they were worth preserving, and resolved to 
be the printer of his own poems, and to launch them 
on the stream of time, believing there is something in 
them worthy of preservation. He is not ambitious of 
fame. The term of life must soon draw to a close with 
him. There may be a few readers who may enjoy the 
perusal, and to the many they cannot be objectionable. 
It was the author's desire to dedicate the volume to the 
Archbishop of York. His Grace declined the dedication, 
from very proper reasons ; but, at the same time, spoke 
well of the volume in the following words : — "I have read 
your book, and think the tone is good and full of poetical 
promise, and I wish you success in the sale of it." The 
author is deeply sensible that at the present time all 
claim to poetic honour must be well supported by genius, 
if not by erudition. He does not profess to aspire to the 
bays in the foremost rank of the muse ; and, while he 
feels pleasure in transcribing his mind in the garb of 
poetry, and placing his effusions in the hands of the many, 
he hopes there may be a few congenial souls who will re- 
spond to the touch of nature, and feel some pleasure in 
the perusal of " Stray Leaves from Parnassus." 
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CATHEDRAL MUSINGS. 



Hail to thee, old and venerated fane, 

Thou hoary relic of long ages past ! 
A poet greets thee with a votive strain : — 

Sublime hast thou survived time's roughest blast, 

The desolation impious man has qast, 
And the eventful changes of thy time ; 

Heaven guard thy pale, propitious to the last ! 
Long may we see thee in thy ancient prime, 
The beacon of man's hope, uninjured by his crime. 

ii. 

His was a noble mind who bade thee rise, 

Designed thy grandeur, beautified thy frame, 
Piled thy majestic fabric to the skies, 

And, dying, left thee to the world and fame. 

Posterity had canonized his name, 
A sacred niche had saved it from decay ; 

Well was it worthy of the world's acclaim ! 
But with thy annals it hath passed away, 
And dark oblivion long has claimed it for a prey. 
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Hail to the memory of thy mighty dead ! 

The mail-clad hero, with his haughty crest, 
And mantled prophet, with his mitred head ; — 

Here thou hast hushed them to their silent rest, 

Lowly they sleep on thy maternal breast ; 
And o'er the ashes of the good and great 

The proud are flaunting, and the vain ones jest ; 
Nor deem, perchance, till wisdom comes too late, 
That life to them will not be an immortal state. 

To tread with measured step thy pillared aisles, 

Moody, and meditative, and alone, 
When through thy latticed window the sun smiles, 

And mingling shadows are in softness thrown 

From the stained glass upon the pavement stone, 
And silence reigns, save the bat's flutterings ; — 

'Tis wise to blend the spirit with the tone 
Of the still hour, to prize the thoughts it brings, 
Rife of unearthly visions, and of holier things. 



Peace to the dead — the honourable dead ! 

Who erst have found a sanctuary here ; 
Whose deeds of piety or glory shed 

Fame on their life, and lustre on their bier. 

What though no tablet to their praise appear, 
History, still faithful to its sacred trust, 

Honours departed saints, whom all revere. 
How blessed is the memory of the just ! 
May such be mine when I lie mould'ring in the dust ! 
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VI. 

There is enchantment in this world of ours ! 

The pomp and pageantry of pride, the joy 
Of beauty, sparkling round earth's living flowers, 

Fame's dazzling coronal, wealth's golden toy ; 

O, wise is he who shuns the bland decoy, 
Nor wears the fetters that enslave his kind ; 

No vain illusion shall his hours employ, 
Nor grov'lling passion taint th' aspiring mind, 
For nobler themes and holier ecstacies designed. 

VII. 

Enchanting love ! sweet thy mysterious springs, 

That thro' the throbbing veins impassioned flow ! 
Whence the delight — the agony it brings 1 

O, why should love in mortal bosoms glow 1 

Or fire seraphic burn in hearts below 1 
When erring man from Paradise was hurl'd, 

God gave this boon to mitigate the woe ! 
And round the universe the gift unfurl'd ; 
For love a throne was lost ! and love redeem'd the 
world ! 

vni. 

Love is the rapture of an infant's kiss ; 

The smile in childhood's sparkling eye of blue ; 
The pure, warm impulse of a maiden's bliss, 

When hearts are eloquent, and words are few, 

And thoughts are tenderest, and vows are true ; 
The secret converse of a sigh or tear, 

Sweet pledge of ecstacy when lovers woo ! 
And faith is plighted in a trusting ear, 
And hope, the halcyon, smiles serene o'er doubt and fear. 
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IX. 

Yes, there's enchantment in this world of ours ! 

Religion gives a sacred antidote : 
Tis sweet to feel her bless'd and hallowing powers, 

To leave the blandishments of life remote, 

And tune awhile the heart's sublimest note 
Harmonious to the fervent song of praise ; 

'Midst the world's turbulence 'tis wise to doat 
On thoughts of heaven, and spirit-stirring lays 
Within thy temple offered up, " Ancient of days t" 

x. 

What is religion 1 not the bread and wine, 

Till Thou— the " Light of Life !"— the soul illume ; 
Not spices offered to the throne divine ; 

Nor vestal rites, immured in cloister'd gloom ; 

Nor Pagan pomp, nor slaughter'd hecatomb : — 
O, 'tis the balm that heals the broken heart, 

That gives the soul a renovating bloom ; 
And quells the tears of anguish when they start : — 
It is the " still small voice " that bids despair depart. 

XI. 

Religion ! 'tis not the mere outward garb 

Of goodly seeming, to deceive the eye ; 
Not consolation only, when the barb 

Of grief awakes the heart to misery ; — . 

It is a refuge where the soul may fly 
From guilt's remorse, and find a bless'd repose ; — 

It is the light of heaven, that, when we die, 
Around the ,tomb a sacred lustre throws, 
And with a glorious halo gilds life's latest close. 
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XII. 

Hail, Sabbath day, — thou harbinger of rest ! 

Bland renovator — whose benignant power 
Comes o'er the weary world to make it blest. 

Its myriads cheering with Heaven's gracious dower : 

Incense wafts sweeter from the fresh-blown flower 
To welcome thee ; the sun in the blue skies 

More glorious shines ; upwards from dome and tower 
The simultaneous harmonies arise, 
And Nature's voice unites in the glad sacrifice. 

XIII. 

I love to hear the bells awake the morn, 

Starting the drowsy from their dreams and sleep ; 
Indulgent monitors ! that kindly warn 

Of lost and misspent hours. Some wake to weep ; 

The pure in heart their glad orisons keep ; 
Some wake to infamy and the world's hate. 

" What a man soweth shall he also reap." 
O happy who the Sabbath love, and wait 
In prayerful mood on Thee — Great Arbiter of fate ! 

xrv. 

Sweet is the music of the Sabbath bell, 

To the tired labourer in the village cot ; 
And sad the tolling of his funeral knell, 

That tells him gathered to the common lot. 

Think not the pious rustic lies forgot ; — 
Some kindred voice will oft recall his name, 

And oft affection's tear bedew the spot 
Where long he worshipp'd with a humble aim, 
O, happier far than they who toil for fame. 
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Hark ! from the choir resounds the song of praise, 

That youthful voices to their Saviour sing ; 
Inspiring is the strain they sweetly raise, 

A paean of young hearts in worshipping ! 

And thus of old they greeted Zion's King 
With loud hosannas ! 'Twas a lovely sight 

To see the babes and sucklings praises bring ; 
The Temple echoing to their little might, 
And He beholding them with infinite delight. 

XVI. 

Sceptics may boast that " Nature is their book," 
Their temple's dome — " the blue ethereal sky," 

Their organ choir — " the music of the brook," 
" The whirlwind's paean, and the zephyr's sigh ;" 
But shall they scare us with a scornful eye, 

Banish religion with an impious laugh, 
The immortal soul of Heaven's joy deny, 

And rob mankind of hope's eternal staff, 

That they unscath'd the baneful cup of vice may quaff 1 

XVII. 

Ye ancient aisles ! where first in childhood's prime 
We learn'd to reverence God's holy day, 

Where o'er our souls distill'd a power sublime, 
The mind to inspire, the passion to allay, 
We love ye still, though long have pass'd away 

The guardian spirits that have worshipp'd there. 
We at their mural shrine our vows would pay 

True to our father's faith. — Behold how fair 

These bulwarks of our land — these gates of Zion are ! 
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XVIIL 

What though nor gilded dome, nor cedar'd roof, 

No more adorn the hallow'd house of prayer ; 
Nor costly sacrifices, given in proof 

Of homage unto God, be offer'd there ; 

Still in His temple shall the Christian share 
Truth's sacred light, in bright effulgence given, 

To dissipate the darkness of despair, 
And guide whoe'er with the world's guilt hath striven 
Unto "the Way, the Truth, the Life," that leads to 
Heaven. 

XIX. 

There is a sacred feeling on the heart, 
Standing alone upon the mountain brow, 

When from society we steal apart, 
And hear the dash of cataracts below, 

Amidst the clouds ; while deaf ning thunders throw 

Responsive echoes through the pealing air, 
And pyramids and pinnacles of snow ; 

While down the dark ravine fierce lightnings glare ; 

Enwrapt in dread amazement — the heart worships there ! 

xx. 

There is a grandeur on the ancient woods, 

Tow'ring majestic on their Alpine height, 
Where solitude is throned and silence broods, 

And sunset robes the eve in crimson light ; 

And when the vigil moon, through peaceful night, 
Hushes the sleeping foliage ; and the sound 

Of the lone footfall wings its startling flight 
From crag and cave, upon the still profound ; 
O then, and there, the mind with holy spell is bound ! 
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XXI. 

We gaze adoring on the deep blue sea, 
Zoned in the glory of a thousand shores. 

Blending its might in dread sublimity 
With every raging wave, as vast it towers 
In awful strife with the wind's madd'ning powers, 

Making the majesty of man a jest ; 
And in the stillness of quiescent hours, 

When the wild storm hath raged itself to rest, 

It lulls the blust'ring winds to peace upon its breast. 

XXII. 

With morning's orient light, with evening's calm, 

There comes a hallow'd power upon the mind ; 
When flowers distil their odoriferous balm, 

There's worship in the heart for Heaven design'd ; 

The brisk leaf whispers to the passing wind, 
In the deep solitude, — the soul is stirr'd 

With sacred musings ; an ethereal kind 
Of harmony, hymning God's praise, is heard 
To rise around from rill and insect, breeze and bird. 

XXIII. 

But in His temple hath Shekinah dwelt, 

The temple still God's presence deigns to fill : 
Sacred the altar where His saints have knelt, 

In Albion's isle, or Salem's holy hill ; 
There He vouchsafes His promise to fulfil, 
And sends His Holy Spirit down to move 

The pious worshipper ; there to distil 
The heavenly blessings of faith, hope, and love, 
His sanctifying power and unction from above. 
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GETHSEMANE AND CALVARY. 



The setting sun o'er Lebanon 

Shone glorious to the sight, 
And Salem's golden pinnacles 

Gleam'd in the crimson light ; 
And evening's softest shadows fell 

Upon the stilly scene, 
That lay in grandeur and in gloom 

At intervals between. 

There Judah's lovely daughters woke 

A soul-inspiring thrill, 
With the sweet voice of melody, 

On Zion's holy hill : 
The tabret and the harp were heard 

In Kedron's fragrant vale, 
And solemn were the notes of praise 

Prolong'd upon the gale. 

Jerusalem now lay at rest, 

Wrapp'd in the shades of night, 
And from the Temple beam'd a ray 

Of consecrated light : 
The moon forsook the solemn scene, 

And darkness, like a shroud, 
Around the brow of Calvary 

Spread an appalling cloud. 
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The sacred rites were ended, 

The sacrifices slain, 
And there was One the Passover 

Would never eat again ; 
No more partake the broken bread, 

And wine of purple dye ; 
" The hour was come," and He — the world's 

Great Sacrifice — must die ! 

The minstrelsy had ceased, 

The music died away, 
And Nature, in her solemn mood, 

Chaunted the dirge of day ; 
And deep the silence reign' d around, 

As when the hand of death, 
Hath seal'd the closing lips of life, 

And hush'd the parting breath. 

'Twas then, in that dread midnight hour, 

Deep groans of anguish pass'd, 
With frequent, death-like interludes 

Upon the chilling blast 
That, fitful, swept round Olivet, — 

A voice was heard to say, 
" Father, if it be possible, 

Let this cup pass away !" 

'Twas then, in mortal agony, 

Bow'd on the dewy sod, 
The Saviour drank the cup of wrath, 

Press'd by the hand of God ; 
And bursting drops of crimson sweat 

Stream'd from His brow, while He 
Kneel'd prostrate in thy hallow'd dust, 

Endear'd Gethsemane ! 
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O, it was there, at eventide, 

Kesorting oft He came, 
With multitudes that press'd to see 

His miracles of fame ; 
And there He breath'd the balmy air, 

That wafted freshness round, 
Where now, with more than mortal grief, 

He sank upon the ground. 

Oh ! what were all your beauties then, 

The olive and the vine, 
Ye Galilean hills ! to Him, 

Bow'd down by wrath divine ? 
And where were they His love had bless'd, 

His healing power had known 1 
Ah ! where 1 — behold the solitude, . 

And Jesus there alone ! 

In midnight silence rose a sound, 

'Twas not the voice of prayer ; 
And onward rush'd an armed band, 

With staves and torches there ; 
And He — the lone, deserted One — 

They rudely bore away, 
From the sequester'd, peaceful shades, 

Where he retired to pray. 

Within the Judgment-hall He stood, 

Spit on, and scourg'd, and bound, 
And piercing thorns — a plaited crown — 

His bleeding head surround. 
A reed in His right hand they place ; 

A gorgeous robe they bring ; 
And then in mockery bow the knee 

And worship Him as king. 
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The morning rose, and where was He 1 

The sun refus'd to shine, 
AppalTd by such a spectacle, 

Immanuel, as was thine ! 
Earth, horror-struck — the trembling earth — 

Cleft by untimely shock, 
Denounc'd the awful deed of death 

From every groaning rock. 

Nail'd to the cross, and agonising 

With mysterious woe — 
Withdrawn the sympathy of heaven, 

Keviled by man below — 
Oh, what a dreadful pang was that, 

My Saviour, unto Thee, 
When rose the prayer, " My God, my God, 

Why hast Thou forsaken me !" 

" 'Tis finish'd !" — to His dying groan 

The ear of heaven was lent ; 
Dread horror seized th' astounded world, 

The Temple's veil was rent ! 
Then from between the Cherubim 

The Shekinah retired, 
And on the cross of Golgotha 

The Prince of Life expired ! 

Behold the desolated mount, 

The solitary stream ! 
How sacred are those hallow'd haunts — 

They were beloVd by Him ! 
Yes, it was there the Saviour kneel'd, 

And bled and died for me ; — 
Peace to thy consecrated scenes, 

Thou dear Gethsemane ! 
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REFLECTIONS 
IN A COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD. 



This is the Sabbath morn, — sweet day of rest ! 

It cometh over the exhausted world 

With a benign, exhilarating power, 

And vivifying freshness ; man awakes 

And breathes a grateful orison to Him 

Who, bursting in the splendour of His glory 

On this day's sun, illumes it with brightness 

Insufferable unto mortal sight ; 

Circling the heavens and the rejoicing earth 

With the peculiar halo of His smile. 

Hail, sacred day ! spirit-inspiring light ! 

What heartfelt joy, what holy calmness reigns, 

What peace ineffable pervades where'er 

Thy pure, transcendent beauty is reveal'd ! 

The sky shines more serenely than was wont 

To usher thy return ; from hill and dale 

One simultaneous sacrifice ascends ; 

And blended incense, from the fresh-blown flowers, 

Wafts on the breath of morn to welcome thee. 

Hark ! the sweet music of the early bells, 
How it composes the perturbing thought, 
And calls the feelings of devotion forth ! 
From yonder consecrated spot it comes, 
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Yon ancient church, that crowns the rising hill, 
And ever points the weary soul to heaven. 
See, round the antique tower the ivy wreathes 
Its ever-blooming verdure, to inspire 
The mind with thoughts of immortality. 
Peace to this fane ! whose venerable pile, 
In unobtrusive modesty retired 
Above the bustle of the crowded town, 
Stands so becalm'd in hallow'd sanctity, 
Shedding repose o'er solitude and death, 
While many a chastened monument of woe, — 
Pious memorials ! — deck the solemn aisle, 
To tell how lived the great, the virtuous died. 

O, who can tread the spot where treasured lie 
The sacred and once animated dust, 
Nor sigh to think there he must mingle too 1 
Here repose those with whom the interchange 
Of thought gave energy and zest to life. 
An honourd parent moulders in this tomb ; 
And here a lovely sister, ere the bloom 
Of beauty wither'd from her cheek ; and here 
A brother's graceful symmetry decays ; 
Beneath this hillock sleeps the new-born babe, 
Nipp'd like the early blossom of the spring. 
Each vagrant step, within this sanctuary, 
Intrudes upon some spirit's solitude, 
Tramples, perchance, on beauty's lovely form, 
Or crushes an already broken heart. 
This shapeless bone, now mouldering in decay, 
Was once the habitable realm of thought ; 
And will the sacred relique once again 
Resume its fair proportion, be endow'd 
With higher faculties and vaster powers, 
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And destin'd to communion with God ? 

The Eternal hath decreed, and doubt is dumb ! 

Methinks it was the care-worn cell, where dwelt 

The wondrous spirit of some genius, 

Whose moody mien oft, like a darkening cloud, 

Obscured the precious gem enshrined within, 

That shot a lucid ray at intervals 

To dazzle and delight where'er it shone, — 

Perchance the brow from which inspiring love, 

With mild and radiating brightness, beam'd 

Into the bosom of some devotee, 

To burst the bud of hope and bid it bloom. 

Methinks yon atom, glistening in the sun, 

Was once an Iris in the poet's eye, 

Illum'd by inspiration's hallow'd rays, 

And, like the emanations of his soul, 

Illustrious shines o'er atoms less divine ! 

Immortal Bradley ! thou whose mighty mind 
Could grapple with yon orbs, and scan the spheres, 
And trace the comets in their fiery track — 
Yon beaming moon, obedient to thy will, 
Disclosed the secrets of her change, revealed 
The mysteries of her precision, 
Discoursed with thee her silent influence 
On the obedient tides and yielding air ; 
And the bright stars, whose shining courses run 
Amid the galaxy of other worlds, 
Submissive to thy power gave up their forms, 
Which thou didst weigh, and m3asure, and compute, - 
Alas ! how humble art thou now : the worm 
Is thy companion, and preys upon 
Thy god-like face, and riots in thy brain. 
Here art thou tombed, by all the world forgot ; 
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The stone above thy head is eloquent ; 
Thy name alone stands forth thy epitaph, 
And tells to future ages thou hast been. a 

O, listen to that thrilling melody ! 
It is the choral anthem, hymn'd by tongues 
Of youth and innocence, and, rising, blends 
In unison with the ecstatic praise, 
The sacred music of the deep-toned heart, 
Struck by devotion from its finest chords. 
'Tis sweet to hear the spirit's earliest tones 
Vibrate for heaven ; to hear the infant's voice 
Attuned to harmony and holy song ; 
And I have loved to see, at morn and even, 
An infant bend his little knees in prayer, 
Lisping his Maker's praise — praise most approved ! 
A holy thought has stolen upon me then, 
That He to whom the early suppliance rose 
Vouchsafed an ear, recorded the request, 
And, in His plenitude of love, sent forth 
A ministering angel to attend 
That young immortal on his pilgrimage, 
And guide him to his destin'd home above. 

Mother ! O, precious name ! dear, soothing sound ! 
What pious veneration awes my breast 
When reminiscences of thee and youth 
Steal through the mind, excite the unconscious sigh, 
And renovate the accustomed scenes again ! 
Oft has this aching, weary head been laid, 
Ere yet distracted with corroding care, 
Consuming grief, and restless anxiousness, 
Upon thy tender, palpitating breast, — 
Press'd yet more closely when foreboding thought 
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Look'd through the vista of my future life, 
And mourn'd the ills of its imagining. 
Ah ! then the prayerful tear, by none perceived 
Save Him alone who mourn'd and wept for man, 
Was shed for me — nor unavailing shed : — 
The record of its prayer was register'd 
Where none can proffer a request in vain. 

Thou now art sepulchred : thy aged head, 
On the cold pillow of the deep, dark tomb, 
Keposes tranquilly. Peace to thy shade ! 
And he whom thou didst love, — friend of thy youth, 
And bless'd companion of thy after years, — 
My honour'd sire, my kind and loving friend, 
Is sleeping near thee, passionless as thou. 
Here, peaceful, rests thy tender, feeling heart, 
That thrill'd so warmly with a mother's love, 
When round thee, list'ning, stood thy infant charge, 
Imbibing the pure moral of some truth 
Thou knewest sweetly to impart, that fell 
Upon th' awaking mind and opening powers, 
Like sunlight beaming on a bed of flowers, 
Expanding the young bud, and bringing forth 
Its native beauty to the light of heaven. 
Thou now art sepulchred, and the mute stone 
Hath shut thee out from the obtrusive world. 

Mother ! I weep when thy dear image comes, 
With saint-like aspect, to my memory, 
In lineaments so rife of heavenly peace, 
With such a holy calmness dignified; 
As gave the eye relief to rest upon. 
I sorrow not as those without a hope : 
Thou didst maintain the conflict with the world, 
c 
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The victory win, and glory to thy God, 

And in eternal peace art triumphing, 

And I will not repine : 'twas He who gave, 

And but resumed the blessing He bestowed. 

I mourn the silence of thy soft, bland voice, 

That came like music o'er the mind, and soothed 

Its turbulence with tones of peace and love ; 

O, hushed for ever ! Not the breath of prayer, 

Nor animated praise, will wake it more. 

Echoes upon mine ear thy counsel still, 

With kind persuasive tones, instilling deep 

Lessons of truest wisdom, — piety ; 

And teaching my young spirit how to soar 

Above the sordid joys of sense, to seek 

The pleasures flowing from eternal springs. 

'Twas thine to call from sin's alluring bowers, 

And point my ardent spirit to the sky : 

To teach me how to live, and how to die. 

There lingers yet upon my heart the awe 
Which it has felt in earliest infancy, 
When to thy silent chamber's solitude 
Thou hast withdrawn ; and I have knelt with thee, 
And heard the deep-drawn sigh escape thy breast, 
And seen thy hands in suppliance upraised, 
The prayerful tear stealing so silently ; 
And, watching thee, I too have wept, and felt 
My childish heart grow big with love for thee, 
And lisp'd to heaven the simple, fervent prayer, 
Which thou hadst taught my infant lips to breathe, 
That God would bless and keep my mother dear. 
If prayer proceeding from unfeigned lips, 
Utter'd in all the innocence of heart 
As yet unused to sin,, ascend to heaven, 
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And prove effectual with the Most High, 
Then wert thou, dearest mother, bless'd indeed. 

To all it is appointed once to die ! 
I will anticipate the awful hour, 
And, prayerful, wait the great important change 
That will my spirit disengage from earth, 
And summon hence to immortality. 
And when stern Death draws back the darken'd veil 
That hides eternity from mortal view, 
Proclaims the fiat to command me hence, 
And bears me to the dark and dread abyss, 
Then would I calm my perturbating soul 
With thoughts of thy maternal love and prayer, 
And go in peace to God, and heaven, and thee. 

* Here lies in peace the village matron, she 
Who taught my infant lips the A, B, C, 
E'er yet four suns had shone upon my head ; 
And now, when frost is on my brow, I feel 
The reverence that I felt in childhood, 
When her staid, grave deportment awed my mind. 
She was at once a stern and gentle dame, 
Would use the rod for terror more than pain, 
And give reward of kind encouragement. 
I do remember well how sobbed my breast 
When, bent on truant play, I shunn'd the school, 
To loiter in the sunny fields for flowers, 
And gather cowslips for a tossing ball ; 
Returning late to occupy my seat, 
She bade me to her side with stern command, 
And pinn'd me to her apron. No poor wight, 
Encaged in prison bars, felt more distress'd 
At loss of liberty. The big tears came 
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Silent and fast ; my swollen heart seem'd to break ; 

And thoughts of home, a mother's gentle lore 

And kiss of kindness, rose before my mind 

Like blessings never more to be enjoyed ; 

While ever and anon came sharp reproof, 

And caution sage, and scrap of Scripture lore ; 

And when the hour for play came round she tied 

Me to her chair, and plied me with a task, — 

A short and simple verse of holy text, — 

That fixed a moral in my infant heart, 

Which, like a gem in golden casket shrined, 

Shines forth in brightness through the mists of life. 

But she was kind and loving to the good ; 

Was fond of flowers ; and many a nosegay 

My little fingers pluck'd to give to dame, 

Who paid me with a kiss, called me good boy, 

And promised gingerbread at the next fair. 

When I grew on to boyhood, pleased she was 

To see me fond of books, would stroke my head, 

Call me a little man, and wake the pride 

That lurk'd within, which often urged me on 

In learning's rugged paths to win the prize 

Of merit. She was fond of poetry ; 

Taught me many a pretty, simple verse 

About the cuckoo, robin, and the wren, 

Till I began to love it, and to love 

The birds and flowers, and to watch them build 

Their mossy nests, and feed their chirping brood. 

I remember well the unlucky hour 

When first I found a bird's nest. It was eve. 

A close-cut hedge ran round the garden slope ; 

And here a linnet built her nest. I longed 

To have the treasure as my own. Alas ! 

My puny arm could not essay to reach 
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The prize. A chair I fetched ; but even then 
I was too short, and, climbing up the back, 
I saw the spotted eggs, and reached my hand 
To grasp them, when, alas ! down came the chair, 
And I, and nest, and eggs, broken and bruised. 
I hush'd my pain, for much I feared the rod. 
But the poor bird : — Ah, me ! can I forget 
Her piteous wail upon a neighb'ring tree 9 
Those notes of woe struck anguish to my heart. 
I felt I had done wrong ; I thought that God 
Had seen the deed ; I shunn'd the nightly prayer ; 
And crept to bed and wept myself to sleep. 
Ye who believe not dreams spurn not my tale, 
For in the visions of the night God speaks 
To man, when sleep lies heavy on his eye. 
That night I dreamed what had befallen me. 
I saw the ruined nest, heard the bird's wail, 
And sobb'd aloud in sleep ; but, more than all, 
I saw above me in the sky an eye 
That seemed to rest upon me, on the spot 
Where I had robbed the little bird. I stole 
Into the house in fear ; but still that eye 
Rested upon me. When I tried to hide 
Beneath the table I could see the eye 
Piercing through table, ceiling, and the roof, 
And looking upon me with angry frown. 
I woke in terror. The dread lightning flash'd 
In at the casement In my childish fear 
I thought that God was going to punish me. 
The thunder rolTd its loud and awful noise, 
As though God spoke to me. I shriek'd aloud, 
And wept for fear. My mother came and took 
Me to her bosom, tried to calm my tears, 
And hush'd me into slumber ; but the dream 
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Of that dread night was graven on my soul, 
Nor time, nor age, nor circumstance of life 
Has e'er effaced it. Still that eye I see, 
Solemn and watching, on my daily path, 
In darkness and in light, an eye of fire, 
Forth shining from the blue concave of heaven, 
Watqhing my every word, and way, and deed, 
A dread and omnipresent awful thing. 

There pass'd along the churchyard path a man 
Whose meagre, pallid looks bespoke his woe ; 
And he had come to seek a kindred's grave. 
Not long his search. His tatter'd, uncouth garb 
Was deem'd a profanation to the place 
Where gilded marble told the tale of death. 
The officious beadle turned him from the gate, 
Met his subdued rebuke with threat'ning sounds 
Of vagrancy and stocks, and bade him go. 
He turn'd away with slow and devious steps, 
Wrapt in the gloom of his own solitude ; 
Despair sat cow'ring in his hollow eye, 
And spread her dusky plumes upon his brow ; 
The dogs yelp'd at him as he pass'd along ; 
And many a passer-by avoided him, 
As though his presence were a deadly plague. 
Poor, wretched man ! — an outcast from mankind, 
Torn from the sympathies that sweeten life, 
Even denied communion with the dead, 
And spurn'd away from its last resting-place ; — 
I felt how utterly unblesa'd his heart, 
And bent my way, resolving to assuage, 
H but with kindly tones, the bitterness 
That wrung his bosom e'en to agony. 
There is a charm in pity ! — the mild look, 
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The sympathizing sigh, the soften'd voice — 

The heart's deep feeling language cannot sound — 

Convey a blessing more approved than gold ! 

That poor, emaciated, woe-struck man 

Possessed as mild a heart, as pure a soul, 

As ever thrilTd with love or hoped for bliss. 

Dissever'd from his home in early life, 

He left an aged mother, orphan else, 

To tread the camp and combat in the field ; 

Wounded and weary in a sultry clime ; 

Where sickness wrought what valour had outbraved. 

Long while suspended on the verge of time, 

He fought with death, and struggled back to life, 

To live a blighted, wasted, wand'ring thing ; 

And yet not all unbless'd he lived ; oh, no ! 

" There is another and a better world !" 

Compassion prompted the inspiring truth ; 

And while I conversed of the Lodge above, 

The centre whence all goodness emanates, 

Where every faithful Brother will find rest, 

Forth from his bosom carefully he drew 

Some valued treasure, as it aeem'd ; and then 

His dim and hazy eye became illumed, 

When from the folded canvass he display'd 

A vestige of what once a Bible was ! 

And this had been the parting gift of her 

Who tended on his steps in infancy, 

And led him up to manhood, and had taught 

The earliest impulse of his soul to rise, 

Like fragrance of a fresh-blown flower, to heaven ; 

And he had come to seek his mother's grave, 

To breathe the prayer of faith, the sigh of hope, 

Perchance to drop the tributary tear 

Of filial love and veneration there. 
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Sceptics would rob the poor of hope of heaven, 
Scoff at the soul-inspiring word that lifts 
The finite to infinitude of bliss, 
Doom man, the semblance of the Deity, 
To perish like a dog in some vile ditch. 
Oh, blessed book ! — chart of a holier land, 
Rife of eternal promise, — in thy page 
We may possess the affluence of heaven, 
And find rich mines of ever-during wealth, 
That overfill the heart with secret bliss, 
The soul with hallow'd light. We hail the power 
That raises man above his native earth, 
And gives t6 mortals — Immortality ! 

Stop, stranger, near this grave and drop a tear : 
Here sleeps a widow. 'Tis a mournful tale 
They tell of her, and the sad circumstance 
That brought her to her end. Young and lovely, 
She was wooed and won. A happy bride, 
She gained the admiration, far and near, 
Of all who felt the influence of her charms. 
A few short years, and she had passed away ; 
She wither'd, droop'd, and died, as some bright flower 
That fades in early bloom while yet the sun 
Shines kindly on it. In the joy of life 
The spoiler passed, and marr'd her happiness ; 
And one by one her blessings passed away, 
Till she was left to loneliness and woe, — 
The gladness of her heart was chilTd too soon. 
The darkness of despair fell on her home, 
To blight her life and isolate her hopes, 
And wreck the beauty of earth's paradise, 
And then she shrunk and dropt into the grave. 
She sat absorbed in sorrow, lonely, pale 
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With latent grief, robed in her widowhood. 

She mourned the loss of one, her youth's fond hope 

And pride —he who had loved her in her bloom, 

And made her happy with a faithful heart, 

Had cheer'd her with his daily smiles and love, 

Made her sweet home an earthly paradise, 

And shared with her the luxury of bliss. 

A few short weeks had seen him borne away 

Unto that silent bourn whence none return; 

And now her last fond hope, her only child, 

Her darling boy, the picture of his sire, 

Is snatch'd away. Long had the hectic hue 

Pourtray*d v upon his cheek the stealthy tread 

Of the destroyer — he had pined away, 

As fades the lovely flower in slow decay, 

Breathing for her the. fragrance of his love. 

His gentle spirit fondly clung to her 

To soothe her broken heart, and twined about 

Her best affections as clings the tendril 

To the fostering stem ; his silvery voice 

Oft whispered words of kindness to her ear ; 

And the soft pressure of his trembling hand 

Had thrilTd her bosom with a parent's joy. 

His full-orb'd eye oft glisten'd with a tear 

When he beheld the silent grief that stole 

Down her fair cheek and dewed her snowy breast. 

She loved him as a tender mother loves 

Her darling only child, and tended him 

By day and night, and watched the hectic flush 

Mantle his cheek with the foreboding bloom 

That told the canker at his vitals, till 

The crimson current at the fountain chill'd, 

And the glazed eye proclaimed his spirit fled — 

And now she knelt beside him in his bier 
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Before the open'd window, where he sat, 

Often absorb'd in pensive mood, listening 

Unto the song of the sweet nightingale, 

That waked the echoes of the neighbouring grove, 

And thrill'd his spirit with her plaintive love ; 

But now he lay unmoved by her embrace, 

And pale and cold as marble in his shroud. 

Within his slender fingers she had placed 

An opening rose-bud and forget-me-not, 

And knelt beside him lost in prayerful thought 

Calm was the evening : the setting sun 

Had flushed the west with crimson, and the fight 

Fell on his pallid face like heaven's glory. 

It came in dazzling radiance through the boughs 

That played around the lattice, where the rose 

And jasmine intertwined their fragrant flowers, 

The fuchsia open'd its empurpled cup, 

Distilling nectar, and the wild bee made 

Voluptuous melody among the flowers. 

There, as she knelt and prayed, a robin flew 

Into the room and lighted on the bier, 

And, peering down upon her child's pale face, 

Poured forth a soft, and clear, and thrilling song, 

Fluttering its little wings as if in joy, 

Or as in haste to fly away, but went not. 

Wrapp'd in amazement the fond mother gazed, 

And deemed the bird a heavenly visitant, 

Perhaps the spirit of her child, to bless 

And cheer her desolate heart. She wept for joy, 

The inspiring thought sought vent, she opened 

Her lips for utterance, yet she spoke not, — 

She would not fright away the visitant 

That came so haply in her sorrowing. 

The little fluttering bird once more pour'd forth 
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Such beautiful melody, it seemed to her 

The music of another world, — of heaven, — 

And, taking sudden wing, away it flew 

Into the vista of the crimson sky, 

Mounted and soared above till her strained eye 

Had lost its vision. There, entranced, she knelt, 

And saw the spirit of her child ascend 

From that pale corpse, and wing its way to heaven 

To join the seraphs in their songs of praise. 

She never spoke again. The mourners came 

And bore away the bier, she heeded not, 

Nor wept; but at the lattice oft she knelt, 

Looking into the western sky, till death 

Came suddenly upon her heart : she went 

To sleep beside her loved ones in their grave, 

And join them once again in yon bright heaven. 

O, here to muse in night's solemnity, 
With naught of sight or sound to catch the sense 
Save the low murmur of the whispering grove, 
The star's mute fellowship, the zephyrs sigh, 
'Tis sweet to feel the inspiring touch of Heaven 
Thrill through the heart, fire the ecstatic thought, 
Awaking to high themes the spirit's powers, 
And calling forth its noblest energies 
Above the ordinary scenes of life 
To place it in communion with God. 
O man, thou art endowed with faculties 
Such as beseem an angel to enjoy, — 
Heaven's most peculiar and choicest boon ! 
Art thou content to grovel in the dust, 
And mingle feelings with the reptile worm ? 
Yon glittering orbs, the skies, the elements, 
Were made for thee, subservient to thy use, 
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And low responses mingled solemnly, 

While holy joy each worshipper inspired 

Within that distant fane. I knew it not, 

But in the spirit at its altar bowed ; 

And while the thought enkindled liveliest zeal 

Within my languid bosom, the lone couch, 

Where long I pined in my imprisonment, 

Became the altar of my silent praise, 

Where fervently my spirit mused of heaven. 

O, then, how dear to me the sacred page, 

So rich in future hope and present good ! 

How cheering rose the promise to mine eye, 

Which faith confirm'd unchanging to my heart ! 

How brightly beam'd along the gloomy way, 

The painful path of my past pilgrimage, 

The chastening light of immortality, 

And resting beautifully on the tomb, 

Inscribed the tablet with a golden beam, 

" I am the Resurrection and the Life !" 

My morn of life had been tempestuous, 

Full many a billow over me had pass'd, 

And here a wreck on Time's extremest shore, 

Push'd to the confines of eternity, 

I sunk in the lone solitude away. 

My dark, eventful day drew near its close ; 

Shadows portentous gather'd round ; but then 

No dreaded billow ruffled the serene ; 

All, all was tranquil ; and Hope's brightening star, 

Shedding its mild effulgence on my soul, 

Proclaim'd " At evening time there shall be light !" 

With no memorial, save the rising sod, 
To tell a mortal lay enshrined beneath, 
O here, methinks, I too could rest in peace, 
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Till bursts tremendous o'er the universe 
The Trumpet's blast to wake the dead again, 
Open the portals of eternity, 
Astound the earth, the cavern'd deep dispart, 
And bid the sleeping myriads emerge. 

Imagination wings her distant flight 
To by-gone days, where stood in solemn awe 
The idol-groves by Britons once revered, 
Where Superstition's bloody altars rose, 
And views, appalTd, the profane rite obscene, 
And human victim, bleeding, writhe beneath 
The withering glare of sacrificial knife. 
Ye Druid temples, — consecrated shades, — 
Ye altars where our fathers worshipped, 
How desecrated all ! Where is your glory ? 
Now dark oblivion stagnates where ye stood ! 
Hail ! thou effulgent beam, essential Truth, 
Eternal, universal goodness, hail ! 
How bland thy holy influence distils 
On the blest land when blood no more defiles 
The sacred altar of man's sacrifice ! 
Perchance even here, where bends the votive knee, 
And breathes the pious vow to Nature's God, 
The Druid worshipp'd, reeking victims bled, 
And Superstition held mysterious rites. 

Here, as I woo the breeze to fan my brow, 
Deep whispering tones come breathing in mine ear, 
And chill my spirit with the thoughts of woe. 
Shuddering I think upon the cruelty 
That man in violence inflicts on man 
Where rapine rules the land, and human blood 
Is oft-times shed in wantonness or hate, 
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And guilt and murder meet no just award ; 

Where man, unhumanised by man's decree, 

Is doomed to toil in common with the brute, 

And writhe beneath the lacerating whip ! 

Torn from his country, all that home endears, 

Dissever'd the best feelings of his heart, 

Even denied the intercourse of Heaven, 

The last lone solace of his outraged soul ; 

His prayer and praise denounced a crime for death ! 

Listen, ye proud usurpers of your kind ! 

There comes a deepening murmur in the gale, 

Loud and more loud the thunder nears, — beware ! 

Avert the threatening storm ere ruin sway 

Her desolating sceptre o'er the land. 

Long have ye spurn'd a helpless brother's prayer, 

And scorn'd the anguish of a brother's souL 

The prayer ye spurn'd kind Heaven in mercy heard, 

And yearns o'er agonies ye coldly scorn. 

There comes a voice, it thunders from afar, 

" Vengeance is mine, and I will recompense !" 

Even now the sword avenging is unsheathed, 

And passes through the guilty, trembling land. 

A day will come, — 0, all-important day, — 

Day of His wrath, whose arm retributive, 

Made bare for justice, will in judgment strike 

Woe to the fell oppressor of the slave ! 

God ! be my refuge in that awful hour ! 



49 



RELIGIOUS THOUGHTS. 



Lord, are there those who disbelieve Thy word, 
And call Thy sacred oracles absurd, 
Boldly their immortality deny, 
And hope not for heaven's glory when they die ? 
Yes ! the advent'rous wretch who dares life's sea, 
And dashes onward so impetuously, 
Who spurns the pilot, and the helm retains, 
Scoffs at the tempest, and the port disdains. 
The heavens grow black, the vivid lightnings fly ; 
He gazes upward with an impious eye ; 
And when the awful thunders echo hoarse, 
He mutters blasphemy, and mouths a curse ! 

Would we be taught to live, be taught to die, 
In life — in death — ambitious for the sky, — 
Then let us read the living page of those 
Whose Christian pilgrimage draws near the clos^ — 
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How calmly can they contemplate the end 
Of life's long sojourn ! Death is but a friend, 
Who guides their exit with a faithful hand, 
And opes the portals to some happier land. 
When they look onward, oh ! how bright appears 
Heaven through the vista of a few short years ; 
And should a cloud of darkness sometimes roll 
Across the glory that illumes their soul, — 
'Tis for a moment, — faith descries the light 
Through the dim shadow, — lives upon the sight, 
And longs to dwell with the triumphant blest 
In their eternal palaces of rest ! 

Is there a Theme, to every thought endear'd, 
By which the Christian in his course is cheer'd, 
'Tis the bright hope that, soon, all perils past, 
He may be haven'd in repose at last. 
His weary spirit, here awhile close pent 
Within life's dark and troubled tenement, 
Would fain escape imprisonment, and rise 
To seek its native dwelling in the skies. 
O, blissful hope ! — thy vivifying power 
Expands her balmy wings in grief's dread hour, 
And, halcyon-like, on death's tremendous wave, 
Dispels the gloomy darkness of the grave, 
Smiles through the terrors of the whelming flood, 
And guides the spirit home to heaven and God ! 

Time passes swiftly, like a darkening stream, 
Bearing us onward, — and we little dream 
The present hour of stillness the repose, 
Th' indubious presage of impending woes. 
Could man a moment lift the veil, and see 
The awfid secrets of eternity, — 
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Witness the anguish of that dread abode, 
Where darkness deepens in the frown of God, — 
The tempest-waves of wrath that ceaseless swell 
The withering horrors of the depths of hell, — 
Methinks each moment of his future years 
Would be reserved for penitence and tears ; 
But that his finite thoughts cannot explore 
The impervious mysteries of that dark shore, 
He deems the truth a phantom of the mind, 
And flings his fears, as folly, to the wind ! 

Is there a Theme to which the mind can soar 
When joys once doated on delight no more 1 
Is there a Fount whence purest pleasure springs 
To bless the heart when perish earthly things? 
Is there a Refuge where the soul may fly 
And find repose, when whelming floods roll high, 
And tempests desolate our loved abode ? 
That Theme, Fount, Refuge, is in Thee, O God ! 
O, let Thy spirit guide my muse along, 
Awake the. music of my every song, 
Attune my powers, my every thought inspire, 
And warm my heart with true celestial fire !. 
So shall my lay, all feeble though it be, 
Be dedicated, O my God ! to Thee. 
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RETROSPECTION. 



Tis sweet to tread those walks again, 
Scenes of our earliest pleasures, when 
Nature bless'd her romantic child, 
Of spirit free, and fancy wild ; 
To sit upon the flowery verge, 
Where oft we watched the streamlet urge 
O'er pebble rocks the paper boat, 
'Till wrecked or lost in reeds remote ; 
And then along the hedge to rove, 
And plunge into the bowery grove, 
To find on some familiar tree 
Memorials of our infancy ; 
To feel the same inspiring breeze 
Steal o'er the spirit's reveries, 
As pensive on each lonely spot 
We sigh for pleasures long forgot ; 
To call to mind the happy hour 
When we have felt some magic power, 
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Through the bosom softly stealing. 
O'er the tenderest chords of feeling ; 
O, this is sweet ! but, then, to think 
Of many a soul-corroding link, 
The desert waste that intervenes 
Since we enjoyed those happy scenes, 
And then to feel the chilliness, 

The world's cold ways impart, — 
To feel the wreck of happiness 

That hangs around the heart ; 
We turn from each endearing scene, 
And weep for what we once have been. 

Yon cot, that unobtrusive stands 
'Midst hill, and dale, and lordly lands, 
Where flows beneath the willow tree 
The brook, with sweet monotony, 
Was once the loveliest place on earth ; 

There centred all the dearest ties 

That bind men to their destinies : 
The mother's grace, the infant's mirth, 

And heart-felt sensibilities ! 
Yes ! these were mine in that sweet place ; 
But, now, 'twere madness such to trace ! 
The beaming star, that brightly rose 

On that sweet home, my heart inspired ; 
Alas ! beneath fast-gathering woes, 

The star of hope too soon retired ; 
And memory never can forget 
How bright it rose* how darkly set ! 

Within that peaceful dwelling grew 
The sweetest form the eye can view, — 
Like a pure essence of the air, — 
Lovely, and volatile, and fair ; 
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Her beaming locks of golden light 
Threw from her face a soft delight, 
And in luxuriant beauty stole 
Round the bright palace of her soul ; 
But soon there came a chilling blast, 
And o'er that form of beauty past, 
Blighting as sweet an opening bud 
As e'er in Nature's garden stood. 

My darling child ! I saw thee lie 
Upon thy cot to pine and die ; 
And, ! my heart can never brook 
The agony of thy last look ! 
It told such painful truth to me, 
And rose so meek, so piteously, 
I felt I could have died for thee. 
I read thy gentle eye's request, 
And took thee to my aching breast, 
And held thy trembling hand in mine, 
Feeling the while our hearts entwine ; 
Thine seemed as if it strove to bless 
Mine with a long, a last caress ; 
And, O ! I never can forget 
The parting throb, — it thrills me yet ! 
I saw thee raise thy little hands, 
And struggle with death's cruel bands, 
And then it wrung my heart to know, 
I could not save thee from thy woe. 
I heard thy last escaping sigh, 
Winging its way so gently by ; 
And saw thy trembling lips embrace 

Thy spirit as it flutter'd there 
A moment, e'er it flew to trace 

The pathway to a holier air. 
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I look'd upon 4;hee then, and felt 

As though my wretched heart would melt, 

But could not turn mine eyes away 

From gazing on that precious clay. 

There linger'd such a lucid smile, 

Tempting me to believe awhile 

Thy gentle spirit had not fled ; 

But soon a deathly hue overspread 

Its lurid tint upon thy cheek, 

While cold as marble seem'd thy brow, 
And white as unpolluted snow ; 
And here and there a livid streak 
Stole uncongeal'd, as though it flowed 
Warm from the fount where first it glowed, 
I could but gaze upon thine eye, 
It seem'd to smile so tenderly ; 
And the half-open'd lips exprest 
So sweet a prayer for peaceful rest, 
While shadows from the dark fringe fell 
Upon each little crystal cell, 
Lingering like evening's silver ray, 
Tinged with the latest touch of day ! 
I thought me on the moon's cold beam, 
Sleeping upon a frozen stream, 
Where late the soft and wavery light 
Stole tremulously o'er the sight. 

I saw them bring the sable bier, 

And lay thee in thy shrouded bed ; 
But, then, I could not weep a tear, 
For fever'd anguish came to sear 

Mine eyes, and rack my aching head ; 
But many a burning drop would start 
From the swollen fountain in my heart, 
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And swift along my pulses steal, 
Telling what tears could not reveal. 
And then I saw my darling laid 
Deep in the grave's cold, silent shade ; 
And when I bent in sorrow there, 
To breathe a momentary prayer, 
A requiem for mine only child, 
A ray from heaven a moment smiled 
Into that dark and dreary tomb, 
So brightly o'er funereal gloom, 
I felt the sacred promise true, 
And took a long and last adieu. 

O God ! shall I impugn Thy power, 
That pluck'd from life so sweet a flower, 
That bade it bloom awhile, then rise 
To an unblighted paradise ? 
O no ! I will, submissive, think 
Her spirit lighted on the brink 
Of Time's unhallow'd stream, and drew 

A draught with sorrow darkly blent, 
And, shrinking from the taste, back flew 

To her primeval element. 
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MORNING. 



'Tis morning ! Lovely is the scene ! 

Delightful is this sacred hour, 

When from the bush, the bank, the bower, 
And waving groves, and meadows green, 
And smiling fields, and sky serene, 
The song of praise is heard to rise, 
Glad Nature's earliest sacrifice ! 
And there is one who oft has gazed, 
Admired, adored, devoutly raised 

His heartfelt orisons to Him 
Whom Nature own'd, whom Nature prais'd ; 
Unseen by all, yet known where'er 

The thought can pierce, the eye can beam, 
Beneath, above, in earth, or air. 
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And destin'd, in their wonders, to inspire 

The aspirations of thine inmost soul. 

Life is unbless'd, 'till bless'd with holiest love ! 

O, then, the waving forest foliage, 

The mountain cataract, the verdanfr plain, 

The crested billows, the bespangled sky, 

And the stupendous bulwarks of the earth, 

Nor less, the lily in its pride of bloom, 

Or fruit matured in elegance of form, 

Inspire new sensibilities, awake 

The meditative mind to pure delight, 

The ear to music, and the heart to joy. 

I love thee, Nature ! most in pristine grace, 
When man has not despoil'd thee of thy charms, 
In thine own beauty and magnificence ! 
I love to stand upon the mountain brow, 
When morn awakes the slumbering world, and see 
The grey mists hang upon the drowsy woods, 
The reeking stream meandering below 
Through the recesses of the quiet vale. 
I love to tread the woodland path alone, 
When evening's hallowing sigh pervades the air, 
Nature's deep paean calming the raised soul 
With solemn tones ; — when in the deathlike hush 
Night's tuneful bird strikes up her melody 
In the unrivall'd eloquence of praise. 

I love to muse upon the restless sea 
In some secluded solitary spot, 
The cavern'd rock, or white cliff's rugged crest, 
That piles its ramparts to the chafing tide, 
And gaze- upon it with enthusiast eye, 
And commune with the spirit of the deep. 
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See how sublime on the mountain brow 
The glory of heaven seems resting now. 
The ancient oaks are waving their boughs 
In the morning breeze, and the light air throws 
Aerial music o'er hill and dale. 
O ! sweet the pleasures that now prevail 
Through the morning landscape all around, 
And sweet the homage of sight and sound ; 
And happy is he whose heart awakes 
To join in the song which Nature makes 
From the flWry vale, the tuneful grove, 
And the glorious sky, to the God of Love ! 
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WHAT IS HEAVEN ? 



I ask'd yon radiant Orb among the spheres, 
Shining resplendent o'er his bright compeers; 
He pour'd a flood of glory o'er my sight, 
And told my wondering spirit " Heaven is light." 

I ask'd the Morn, exulting o'er the plain, 
While hill and dale re-echo'd the glad strain ; 
The Morning deign'd its language to employ, 
And told my thrilling spirit " Heaven is joy." 

I ask'd the Night, when all was calm around, 
And nothing earthly broke the still profound ; 
Night bade the tumult of my bosom cease, 
And whisper'd to my spirit " Heaven is peace." 

I ask'd the Harmony pervading all 
This fair and beautiful terrestrial ball ; 
One universal voice, beneath, above, 
Told my enraptured spirit " Heaven is love." 
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MY MOTHER. 



Thou art gone to thy place of repose, 

The mansion of rest in the sky, 
Escaped from the wearisome world and its woes, 

To the home of the blessed on high. 
The griefs that assaiTd thee on earth 

Will trouble thy spirit no more ; 
The anguish of tears and the madness of mirth 

For ever and ever are o'er : 
There is in the feeling that comes o'er thee now 

No pang for thy bosom, no cloud for thy brow. 

Thou hast left us to tears and regret, 

But we breathe not a sigh of despair, 
Oh no ! in our grief we will never forget 

The rapture there was in thy prayer : 
Hope cheers with its radiance the gloom 

That closed on thy mortal career, — 
We look on the shades that environ thy tomb, 

The darkness that mantles thy bier, 
And think that thy spirit has taken her flight 

To blend in the lustre of heaven's own light. 
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We follow the path thou hast trod, 

A pilgrim all weary and faint ; 
Assured thou art now on the bosom of God, 

A blest and beatified saint : — 
Thou hast left us alone in the worid, 

A prey to its perils and strife, 
And round the loved home of thy orphans are hurl'd 

The storms that estrange them from life : — 
We care not how sweeping the blast may be 

If it bring us to God, and heaven, and thee. 
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TO A LADY 
ON HER LOSS OF SIGHT. 



" Seasons return, but not to me returns. 
Day, or the sweet approach of even or morn, 
Or sight of vernal bloom, or summer's rose." 

Milton. 



Lady, let not thy heart repine 
That such a destiny is thine ; 
Far better is it that thine eye 
Shrink from this ruined earth and sky, 
Than it should weep to trace the woe 
That sin hath wrought on all below. 

It is not yonder golden sun, 
Nor silver spheres that round him run, 
Nor every bright and splendid gem 
That sparkles in night's diadem ; 
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'Tis not the " blue ethereal sky," 
Nor gorgeous clouds of crimson dye, 
Nor verdant fields of emerald green, 
Nor lucid streams that flow between, 
Nor all the beautiful array 
That decks the varied pomp of day ; 
Tis not " the godlike face of man," 

With reason throned upon his brow ; — 
There destiny's unerring ban 

Hatlr deeply graved the badge of woe ; — 
Tis not the beauteous female face, 
Adorned with every charm of grace, 
With love in every smile defined, 
And over all the light of mind ; 
O ! 'tis not all that life can boast, 
All that we love and prize the most, 
To please the eye, and charm the sense, 
Can bring back pristine innocence, 
Restore lost purity of soul, 
And gild fresh glory o'er the whole ! 

Couldst thou behold yon blooming flower, 
Blushing within its palace bower, 
Breathing forth sweetness all the day, 
Then watch its beauty fade away 
Slowly before the canker worm, 
Or wilder ravage of the storm, 
Nor sigh to see that aught so fair 
Should lie in ruined beauty there ? 

And couldst thou see yon sprightly thing 
That flits about on fairy wing, 
Warbling its tuneful song of love 
To swell the chorus of the grove, 

E 
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Nor sigh to see its ruffled plume, 
When winter comes, with chilling gloom, 
As mournful down the leafless vale 
Its tones rehearse another tale 1 

O, couldst thou see yon laughing child 
Frisking about, with rapture wild, 
Drinking delight in every breeze, 
And rev'lling in her ecstacies ; 
Then turn and mark the pallid brow, 
Where Death hath set his signet now ; 
And trace around the eye's dark fringe 
Corruption's lurid, loathsome tinge ; 
The sealed lips, the throbless breast, 
The awful and mysterious rest, 
The shroud, the coffin, and the pall, 
Nor let one tear of pity fall ? 

Then, lady, mourn not that from thee 
This blighted world should lie concealed : — 
O, it were better thus to be 
Shut out from scenes of misery, 
Than mourn those miseries revealed ! 

But say not there is no delight 
Can compensate for loss of sight : — 
Dare not thy buoyant spirit rise 
To fairer scenes and brighter skies ? 
Yes, — and there's rapture in the thought, — 
Thine soon will be a happier lot, 
'Midst scenes no baneful change can sever 
From thy immortal soul for ever ! 
When first the day-spring from on high 
Illumes again thy wandering eye, 
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And o'er thy renovated sight 

Bursts forth heaven's glorious pomp of light, 

May not one dubious cloud be seen, 

Of earthly hue, to intervene, 

To chill with dread and darkness this 

Bright beaming of celestial bliss ! 

Then, then may thy freed spirit soar 

From its dark prison, tempest riven, 
And, rising, dwell for evermore 

In the eternal light of heaven. 
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FLOWERS. 



Welcome, ye little flowers ! 

Bright harbingers of Spring, 
Ye teach a moral to my heart, 

A holy message bring. 
Ye come to mark the footsteps 

Of the great God of love, 
Who walks abroad to bless the earth 

In meadow, field, and grove. 

Freed from your snow-white mantle, 

Ye lift your modest forms, 
And fear no more the Winter's blast, 

Nor shrink from icy storms. 
Round palace proud and lowly cot 

Your lovely hues we trace ; 
Ye come to gladden all our homes 

With beauty and with grace. 
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Ye gold and silver gemlets 

That deck fair nature's brow, 
And glitter in the gleaming sun, 

Or in retirement grow, 
Ye speak in accents gentle 

Unto the whispering wind, 
And meekly breathe your fragrant breath 

To cheer and bless mankind. 

Sweet is the verdant meadow, 

Spangled with richest hues, 
And sweet the blooming hedgerow, 

Spring with new life endues. 
O, may our hearts be thankful 

For their refreshing powers, 
And bow to God in gratitude, 

And thank Him for the flowers. 

Ye gaily bloom around us 

Where'er our footsteps tend, 
And droop upon our resting place 

When all our wand'rings end ; 
Fading, ye leave a fragrance 

That after death endures ; 
O, may remembrance of our lives, 

Ye flowers ! be sweet as yours. 
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EGGLESTONE PRIORY, 
. ROKEBY.c 



See yonder pile of ruins gray, 

That tempts the traveller from his way, 

Where solemn silence dwells, — 
The broken arch and trellis-foil, 
Round which the ivy branches coil, 

And blue flowers hang their bells : — 



Here cowled monk and hooded sage 
Conn'd o'er in peace the classic page, 

And converse held with heaven ; 
Here daily blent the pious dole 
With prayers for some departing soul, 

Who sought to be forgiven ; 
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But sage, and monk, and dole are gone. 
And thoughtful now we look upon 

This sanctuary of the dead : 
Beneath our feet sepulchral stones 
Give shelter to their sacred bones, 

And guard their lowly bed. 



Where erst the organ's paean rolled, 
'Midst carved stone and burnished gold, 

And swell'd the anthem high, 
Now sighs the wind in doleful strain, 
And echo wakes her voice in vain 

Where mould'ring pillars lie. 



The swallow here hath found a rest, 
And in the ruins builds her nest, 

Where she may lay her young ; 
The sparrow chirrups to her brood, 
And flits about to seek for food 

The ruin'd aisles among. 



Yon ancient tree, whose giant height 
Still flourishes in grafce and might, 

Survivor o'er the wreck, 
That spreads in solemn grandeur round, 
A shadow throws with awe profound 

Our fancies wild to check. 
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Beneath yon rock the torrents surge, 
And noisy waves impetuous urge, 

Where rolls the foaming Tees ; 
Though time hath changed the scene around, 
It still maintains its wonted sound 

To soothe our reveries. 



Alas ! that human strife and power, 
In some misguided, evil hour, 

Should work such fell decay. 
Here ruin sits enthron'd in gloom, 
Emblem of memories round the tomb 

Of loved ones passed away. 



73 



SELTM AND ZELIA. 



How charming thy beauties, sweet eve ! 

When Phoebus sinks low in the west, 
The azure rich tinges receive, 

The zephyrs are calmly at rest ; 

The dew softly falls on the breast 
Of the beautiful balm-breathing rose, 

The wood-bird flies home to her nest, 
And Nature lies hush'd in repose. 



I oft in the solitude rove 

To muse on the charms of the fair, 
And feel the enchantment of love, 

And wish that dear Zelia was there. 
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None can with my charmer compare, 
Such beauty shines forth in her face, 

She is mantled with modesty rare, 
And circled with every grace. 



fate ! why so cruel art thou ? 
The turtle-dove coos in the glen ; 

1 hear his soft love-breathing now ; 

His mate sweetly answers again. 

O, why unto soul-moving man 
Is the freedom of nature denied ? 

I sigh, and they smile at my pain ; 
She weeps, they her passion deride. 



The nightingale, hid in the brake, 

Pours forth her rich tremulous strains ; 
All night long she keeps me awake 

With the theme of her amorous pains. 

They list when a warbler complains, 
In fanciful grief take a part ; 

But Zelia no sympathy gains, 
Though sorrow is breaking her heart. 



See, yonder my Zelia comes 

To muse in this rural retreat ; 
Here oft in the evening she roams, 

When the meadows with fragrance are sweet. 

I will haste my fair charmer to meet, 
Once more her fond passion to prove, 

I will cast myself down at her feet, 
And tell her how dearly I love. 
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'Twas thus gentle Selim repined, 

As lone through the woodland he strayed ; 
For Zelia's sire was unkind, 

And, eruel, their union forbade. 

To cope with despair he essayed, 
In vain with her passion she strove, 

'Till grief broke the heart of the maid, 
And he lost his reason for love. d 
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HYMN OF THANKSGIVING. 



To Him who hath opened His liberal hand, 
And scatter'd His blessings abroad in the land, 
Our voices, in glad songs of joy, let us raise, — 
The God of the Harvest with gratitude praise. 



He ushered the year with the beautiful Spring, 
Bright flowers in the field, and gay birds on the wing, 
That cheer'd with sweet incense the star-spangled night, 
Or carolTd His praise with the first dawn of light. 



The herds in the stall, and the flocks in the field, 
At His will in abundance their little ones yield ; 
The green fields have flourish'd in newness of life ; 
All nature with beauty and plenty is rife. 
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The rills and the brooks in their freedom rejoice ; 
The hills and the valleys have lift up their voice ) 
The woods and the forests, with joyful accord, 
Are waving their boughs in the smiles of the Lord. 

There's joy on the hills, in the valleys and woods, 
And in the deep silence, when midnight broods : 
It sings iruthe showers, it shouts in the wind : — 
'Tis a song of thanksgiving, for heaven designed. 

The Summer is past, with its robe of green, 
And gold and crimson of richest sheen ; 
And the rosy hues of ripe fruits abound 
In orchard, and vineyard, and teeming ground. 

Hark ! the reapers' song from the valleys rise, 
And the wains are filled with the golden prize, 
And the ripe corn nods in the fruitful ear, 
And plenty hath crown'd the revolving year. 

Lift up the loud anthem, " All praise to the Lord ;" 
Rejoice in the truth of His unchanging word ; 
And cheerfully wait on His bountiful hand, 
For Spring-time and Harvest cease not from the land. 

Rejoice ! for the corn is safe carried to store, 
And the thresher is heard on the old barn floor ; 
With laughing and singing the reapers are come, 
And shout in their gladness the " Harvest Home." 
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TO A LADY. 



And wilt thou still love him 

In sorrow's dark day, 
When clouds gather darkly 

Round hope's waning ray, 
When comes o'er his spirit 

The blight of despair, 
And grief shall inherit 

The solitude there ? 



Then wilt thou be near him 

To press to thy breast 
The heart that is anguish'd, 

And soothe it to rest ; 
And pass thy hand softly 

Across his pale brow, 
And wipe the tears stealing 

In silence below ] 
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Should the false world leave him, 

How will he revere 
Thy love as a treasure, 

Than riches more dear ! 
Thine eye, brightly beaming, 

Will banish regret, 
And tenderly teach him 

His woes to forget. 



Oh ! there are hearts aching 

In grief for thy lot, 
But thou art all tranquil, 

And murmurest not. 
The hope that inspires thee 

Is given from above, 
And heaven will requite thee — 

So true to thy love ! 



An angel of beauty 

Art thou o'er his life, 
To cheer him in peril, 

In darkness, and strife ! 
Thy smile of affection 

Will rise o'er dismay, 
Serene in the ruin 

Of hope and decay. 
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"MAN GIVETH UP THE GHOST, AND, 
WHERE IS HE?" 



Soon shall I lay me down, 

To rest this aching head, 
Beneath the cold sepulchral stone, 
Where nothing will molest my lone 

And solitary bed. 
This heart, that does so gaily beat, 
Will then no longer be the seat 

Of pleasure or of pain ; 
Nor hope, nor fear, it then will know ; 
The thrill of love, or painful throe, 

It will not feel again : — * 
O ! when from earth thou art set free, 
My deathless spirit, whither wilt thou flee 1 

There is, beyond this gloomy vale, 

A purer, brighter sphere, 
Where sorrow never can prevail, 
Nor anguish wring, nor pain assail, 

To prompt the bitter tear. 
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There beauteous flowers, in shining bowers, 

Perennial charms display, 
And never bloom upon the tomb, 

And never fade away. 
The pilgrim's joyful home is this, 
Where visions of ecstatic bliss, 
And songs of rapture, smiles of love, 
Welcome pure spirits to that world above ! 

But, ah ! there is another sphere, 

Of darkness and of dread : 
The gloomy madness of despair, 
And worm that never dies, are there : 

Hope is for ever fled ! 
There horror holds eternal reign, 
Spreads misery through her dark domain ; 
Waves of immortal anguish roll 
Around the lost despairing soul, 

And mingled wails of woe, 

In endless curses flow ; 
Bitter remorse for blackest deeds, 
For broken vows and slighted creeds, 
Torment the prisoners of the infernal goal. 
One moment may decide thy fate, 
My soul ! — timely the danger shun ; 
Escape, or thou wilt be undone ; 
Delay one moment, it may be too late ! 
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THE 
"SALIX BABYLONICA." 



Hail, beauteous tree ! whose pensile form, 
In summer's heat, in winter's storm, 

Presents a scene of pleasure ; 
Thy drooping branches round thee shed 
Sweet peace on many a weary head — 

Hail, sacred village treasure ! 

Matured in beauty and in grace, 
To adorn and cheer my native place, 

Embellishing thy station ; 
We see thy silver wreaths entwine, 
Thy annual verdure gaily shine, 

The village constellation. 

Erst, in the happy days of youth, 
A stranger to the tears of ruth 

And sorrow darkly flowing ; 
Oft have I gamboll'd under thee, 
With guileless breast and spirit free, 

And heart with rapture glowing. 
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But many a weary patk I've trod, 
A pilgrim in life's wildering road, 

Oppress'd with grief and sadness ; 
And in delusion's syren bowers 
Have poison sipp'd from tempting flowers, 

And quaflfd the bowl of madness. 

Yet may I find a peaceful home 
Beneath thy shade, no more to roam 

Beyond the bounds of reason ; 
Happy within thy rural sphere 
To win my ultimate career, 

And end life's fitful season. 

And when at last the common lot ^ 

Shall call me from my peaceful cot, 

O may my lowly pillow 
Under thy sacred shade be laid, 
Where I may rest my weary head 

Beneath the weeping willow. 
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STANZAS, 



I saw her in her infancy, 

A rosy cherub thing, 
With eye of blue, and golden locks, 

And light steps tottering. 
The sweetness of her kiss outvied 

The cowslip's honied pip ; 
And sweet the soft and silvery tones 

Of her little ruby lip. 



I saw her in her beauty, 

Beaming with life and light ; 

A blush was on her maiden cheek ; 
Her eye with joy was bright. 
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A thousand eyes were languishing 
Her joyous glance to meet ; 

A thousand hearts were prostrating 
Their worship at her feet. 



I isaw her on the beacon cliff, 

Her cheek with grief was pale ; 
She held aloft a .snow-white scarf, 

That flutter'd in the gale. 
A speck upon the ocean 

Grew indistinct and dim ; 
She turn'd to weep in solitude, 

And breathed a prayer for him. 



I saw her once again ; — she stood, 

Blooming in virgin pride," 
With him before the altar, 

A gay and happy bride. 
A pulse of sweet emotion 

Beat high within her breast, 
As he vowed to live for her alone, 

The beautiful and blest. 
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IN REPLY TO VERSES RECEIVED 
FROM AN ABSENT FRIEND. 



Yes, we shall meet again, dear friend, 

Before the winter's o'er, 
And happier moments hope to spend 

Than we have passed before. 



When sitting in the old arm chair, 

Before the parlour fire, 
Glad shall we be with there, 

Our pleasures to inspire. 



This life is but a changing scene, 

From place to place we range ; 
The spring of youth makes all things green ; 

In age — how sad the change. 
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How beautiful are summer flowers ! 

And autumn fruits, how sweet ! 
With joy we meet beneath gay bowers, 

Their luscious gifts to eat. 



Then winter comes with frost and snow ; 

These beauties all are fled ; 
Like them we, too, are doomed to go, 

And mingle with the dead. 



But flowers and fruits are mortal things, 

And soon are passed away ; 
Our spirits have immortal wings, 

And fly to endless day. 



The spirit, like the kernel, lives 
To rise and bloom again ; 

That blossoms in its pride, and gives 
Its perfume to the plain. 



So we, when death shall call us home, 

And fix our mortal doom, 
Shall rise to heaven's eternal dome, 

Immortal from the tomb. 



O, may it be our happy lot, 

Our sins through Christ forgiven, 

To dwell where pleasure changeth not, 
Together blessed in heaven. 
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Dear friend, believe each earnest prayer, 
Each warm wish of my heart, 

Is that we may at last meet there, 
And never, never part. 



ACROSTI C 



M ark well ! the rolling tide, the restless sea, 

A nd frail bark speeding so impetuously. 

R emember, then, that life an 6cean is ; 

G ales, tides, and storms, thy bosom's phantasies ; 

A nd there is, too, a haven at the last ! 

T here life's tired voyager, his perils past, 

E nters with joy, and smiles upon the blast ! 
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THE FARMER'S WINTER EVENING. 



Hark ! the wind is howling round, — 
It whistles with a frosty sound, 

And in the pine tree mutters ; 
And, falling fast, the drifting snow 
Is covering the shrubs below : — 

Come, girl, and close the shutters. 
'Tis getting dark, the curtains draw ; 
Tell Jack to bring a wad of straw, 

And lay it at the door. 
The wind is blowing very cold, 
And scuds the snow across the wold, — 

God help the wandering poor ! 
The birds roost snugly in the mow, 

And in the ivy cease to chatter ; 

The ducks and geese forget their clatter ; 
The village sign swings to and fro 
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Across the way, creaks in the wind, 
Grates harsh and loud, as if designed 
To call the villagers to sup 
Good brown October's frothing cup. 

On such a night I love to sit 
In the old arm-chair, to think a bit, 
And read the news, or ponder o'er 
What God has given to me in store. 
I've prime old cheese, in dairy loft ; 
A fine flock folded in the croft ; 
A score of beeves for Christmas fare ; 
Fat hogs will make hams thick and rare ; 
Wheat stacks I have, well-nigh a score ; 
Barley and beans as many more ; 
Horses and cows, and farming stuff; — 
Thank God ! I think I have enough. 

I have wife as good as wife can be ; 

I love her, too, right heartily. 

My son is grown a bonny lad, 
And parson says he is no fool, 
But makes his way at Grammar-school ; 

My daughter makes her mother glad. 

Sir John is a kind-hearted man, 

And helps his tenants all he can ; 

But I don't envy men of rank, 

For I've good money in the bank. 

My thrifty wife her needle plies 
Amidst domestic harmonies. 
Old Towler sleeps upon the mat, 
Beside him purrs the drowsy cat, 
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Young Dobbin in the kitchen courts, 
The maidens ply their harmless sports, 
The weary team are munching corn, 
The kine are fodder'd in the byre, 
And labour rests till break of morn ; 
Come, lassie, bring the mug and horn, 

The table wipe, 

Bring my long pipe, 
And put more faggot on the fire ; 
Let us be happy while we may, 
And cheerful end a winter's day. 
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IMPROMPTU TO A LADY 
PLAYING THE HARP. 



Stay, thou dear enchantress, stay, 
Once again recall that strain, 

Linger o'er my hope's decay, 
And soothe my spirit's pain. 



Gently thrill the magic fire, 
Softly let the fingers roll, 

Louder now the cords inspire, 
And cheer my drooping soul. 



Stay, sweet lady, e'er you go, 

And tune again the harp to folly ; 

'Wake the plaintive notes of woe, 
They suit my melancholy. 
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MY FIRST-BORN. 



The eventful day at length arose 

Which long had claim'd my anxious care, 
Pregnant with wretchedness and woes, 

Or happiness and pleasures fair ; — 
"Tis wisely done that God, so great, 
Has drawn a veil 'twixt us and fate. 



Benignly smiling, Hope appear'd, 

Like sunbeams, through the gloom to play ; 
But Hope, alas ! too soon is sear'd, 

And promised joys too soon decay, 
And many a little twinkling star 
Sparkles awhile, then sets afar ; 
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And many a pure and spotless flower, 
Raising its unaspiring head, 

In some untimely, evil hour,' 
Is crush'd upon its lowly bed, 

And, on the spot that gave it birth, 

Moulders and mingles with the earth. 



Such was the fate that nipt thy bloom, 
And pluck'd thee from thy parent stem. 

Ah ! cruel was thy infant doom, 
That rifled thus the purest gem ; 

That stole, ere well 'twere thine, thy breath, 

And seal'd, ere well in life, thy death. 



The secret anguish of my soul 

Wrung from mine eyes the bitter tear, 
Which o'er* thy pallid features stole, 

To embalm thee in thy little bier ; 
And while I felt my bosom ache, 
I kissed thee for thy mother's sake. 



I fondly hoped thy mother's charms 

In thy fair lineaments to see, 
When sweetly smiling in her arms, 

Or softly cradled on her knee ; 
Such beauteous charms the Almighty gave ; 
But thou art cradled in the grave. 
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And shall I weep, repine, or sigh 

That thou, sweet babe, from us art torn, 

That thou from misery didst die, 
That thou to happiness art born 1 

No, I will praise that Sovereign power 

That saved thee in thy natal hour ! 



Thou, mingled with the cherub throng, 
Under the Saviour's tender care, 

Dost sweetly chant the heavenly song, 
A little germ of glory there ! 

Through all eternity to shine, 

Blooming, unfading, and divine ! 
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PARAPHRASE. 

THE SECOND MORNING LESSON EOR 
TRINITY SUNDAY. - 



Darkness came down on the shadowy world ; 
Night had her spangled veil unfurled ; 
There came not a sound from the waveless sea, 
And the earth lay shrined in solemnity. 



When he whom Jesus loved, who was sent 
To the isle of Patmos in banishment, 
On the Lord's day in retirement sat 
In a mountainous cave all desolate ; 



When o'er his spirit, entranced profound, 
There came a voice like a trumpet sound, 
And a door was open'd into the skies, . 
Revealing the heavenly mysteries. 
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There he saw standing a great white throne- 
He that sat on it with glory shone, 
Beautiful splendours were round it shed, 
And forth from it awful voices sped. 



Thunders and lightnings out of it came, 
Before it were burning lamps of flame ; 
Wide spread a glist'ning sea of glass, 
A pure, transparent, crystal mass. 



And there were seats around the throne, 
That twenty-four elders sat upon, 
Clothed in raiment of shining fold, 
And on their heads they had crowns of gold. 



Around the throne bright living things 
Threw floods of light from their lustrous wings ; 
They rested never — nor day nor night, 
But winged for ever their watchful flight. 



Sweet and solemn the chant they sung, 
Heaven with seraphic music rung : 
" Thy holiness, Lord ! how great the sum, 
Which was, and is, and is to come." 



The elders fell down in shining ranks, 
And, worshipping, gave to Him their thanks ; 
Their crowns of gold at his feet they flung, 
And this was the song the elders sung : 



1 
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" Thou art worthy, O Lord, to receive 
Glory and honour from all that live ; 
Before Thee shall all things prostrate fall, 
For Thy pleasure Thou hast created all. 



The crowns of gold, and raiment white, 
The spirits with eyes and wings of light, 
The burning lamps, and crystal sea, 
And the rainbow shining eternally." 



And the elders gave the glory to Him, 
Him sung the adoring seraphim ; 
And honour and praise it ceaseth never 
To Him who liveth for ever and ever. 
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TO MY CHILDREN. 



Beautiful spirits ! who, round my wife, 

Adorn my dwelling and gladden life ; 

Whose voices chant, and whose bright eyes beam, 

The song and smile of the Cherubim. 

Beautiful spirits ! ye seem to me 

Lovelier far than the angels be ! 



What is an angel 1 I cannot tell ; 
But ye, my darlings, my heart knows well : 
The light of your bright eyes, beaming love, 
Your hues of beauty, that round me move ; 
Your voice of affection, so full of bliss, 
When ye fly to me with a proffer'd kiss. 
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Beautiful spirits ! I love to see 
The gush of your young hearts' ecstacy ; 
To gaze on your cheeks, when no tear defiles 
The roseate shrine of your cherub smiles ; 
To list to your lisping when oft ye kneel, 
And offer a prayer for your parents' weal. 



Beautiful spirits ! like blooming flowers 
Ye blossom within this home of ours ; 
I rejoice to think ye are happy now, 
Where purest affections warmly glow, 
And the pillow on which ye love to rest 
In softest sleep is a mother's breast. 



Beautiful spirits ! the years will come 

When change will pass o'er your hearts and home : 

Your father's God be guide of your youth, 

And lead you forth in the paths of truth ; 

If taken away from your parents' breast, 

May He take you to where the angels rest. 
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WRITTEN IN AN ALBUM. 



Yes, I will choose this sombre leaf 
To give my burden'd thought relief, — 
I have explored the album through, 
And cannot find another hue 
So suited to the tone of grief ; 
I might have chosen one more wan 
To paint a few dark thoughts upon, 
But in perspective saw them lie, 
Like clouds upon a summer sky, 
Profaning with their shadows drear 
The beauty of its atmosphere ! 
But this dark leaf seems like the shade 
The vestiges of woe have made, 
To which the heart in sadness clings, 
Wrapt in endeared imaginings. 
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O, have you seen a blushing rose 
Fade on the bush where late it grew ? 
Have you inhaled the breath it threw 

Dying, o'er evening's stilled repose, 

Nor felt a pang for past delight, 

That charmed the heart, or cheered the sight, 

For which, unchanged, affection burns, 

And thought undying oft returns, 

Which, like that banned and beauteous flower, 

Still thrills you with its magic power ? 

And have you borne a leaf away, 

The sweet memorial of decay, 

And, meeting it in after years, 

Embalmed it not with memory's tears 1 

Have you e'er cherished some fond thing 
To greet you with its fairy wing, 
And loved to hear the thrilling tone 
It warbled forth for you alone, 
Oft as it pour'd the fervent strain, 
Enraptured, o'er and o'er again 1 
And have you passed the silent spot 
When that you doted on was not, 
Nor breathed the requiem of a sigh 
That aught so beautiful should die ? 

Reader, if such thy bosom be, 
This simple lay is not for thee ; 
I would not close the feeling heart 
To joy and grief such loves impart ; 
I would not check the tenderest thrill 
That vibrates for another's ill ; 
I could not stand unheeding by, 
And see a gentle linnet die, — 
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The drooping head and ruffled plume 
Cast o'er my heart a sense of gloom. 
I never saw a cherish'd flower 
Fade, and felt not the withering power 
Fall, like a dark and deadly spell, 
On pleasure I have loved so> well. 
I never hear the voice of woe, 
Or see the tear of anguish flow, 
And feel not some mysterious strife 
Sweep o'er the latent chords of life : 
When others weep, to drop a tear 

Of sympathy with them, — 
With them to smile when pleasures cheer, 
Or friendships bless, or loves endear, 

None will, perchance, condemn. 
But, oh ! if such an one there be, 
ChilTd with ungenial apathy, — 
Go, take him to the bier, where lies 
The wreck of life's best sympathies ! 
Then, if no melting impulse start 
From the cold region of his heart, 
Fly him ! but mark his latest hour ; — 
Religion brings no soothing power, 
For him no tear will fall, nor rise 
One generous sigh ; — unblest he dies I 
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TO A LADY ON ATTAINING HER 
TWENTY-FIRST BIRTHDAY. 



Lady, thy smiles are cloudless now — 
Like sunny spring thy fancies fling 
A halo round all things below, 
And gild the passing hour ; 
To give delight in the glad flight 
Thy spirit takes, bee-like, from flower to flower. 



Go, seek life's joys while yet 
Thy heart is free from misery, 
Ere memory wakes thee to regret ! 
Alas ! the fairest skies 
A gloomy cloud will surely shroud, 
And woe too soon the bosom fill with sighs. 



Youth's halcyon days are past ; 
In those bright eyes the secret lies, 
That thou hast won the goal at last : 
Yes, womanhood reveals 
The blushing tide of thy heart's pride, 
As o'er thy conscious cheek it warmly steals. 
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Blest be thy sojourn here ; 
Like a pure lake, whose waters take 
The hues of the ethereal sphere, 
' So may thy heart, imprest 
With hallow'd love from worlds above, 
Create a heaven in thy happy breast. 



There is a charm in youth : 
'Tis sweet to glide on life's gay tide 
When pleasure wears the smile of truth, 
And glad the buoyant heart 
Bounds o'er its sea in ecstacy, 
Fearless of perils beacon'd in its chart. 



And Friendship, too, has charms : 
'Tis sweet to feel another's weal — 
To comfort her in grief's alarms. 
Heaven bless thee with a friend 
On whose fond breast thy faith may rest, 
Whose heart in unison with thine may blend/ 



Youth is the time for Love : 
His golden wing rich blessings bring, 
Seraphic as the joys above, 
Within the breast to glow, 
Bliss to impart to thy glad heart — 
Heaven's benison amidst a world of woe ! 
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Love gives the charm to life, 
Sweetly controls congenial souls ; 
May it to thee be happy — rife, 
Beyond imagining, 
Of every boon that can attune 
Thy heart to rapture in its worshipping 



Give not thy heart for gold, 
Its glittering things make themselves wings 
And fly away : love is not sold ; 
The heart no wealth can buy ! 
O, then, let worth esteem call forth, 
And love unite thee to thy destiny. 



Didst thou not love to see 
The peace that dwelt where thou hast knelt 
In thy dear happy family ? 
Heaven's benison was there ! 
May thy own home like that become 
A scene of love, a sanctuary of prayer. 



'Tis pain to think the joy 
We dearest prize most swiftly flies ; 
That Death, invidious to destroy, 
Comes with relentless touch, 
And scatters blight o'er our delight, 
Scathing the boon the heart esteems so much. 
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Should thine appointed lot, 
Within the gloom of the cold tomb, 
Seclude thee in some lonely spot, 
And he whom thou hast left 
Shall drop a tear upon thy bier, 
The precious tribute of a heart bereft ; 



Then wilt thou from the sky 
Comfort impart to his sad heart, — 
A swift behest of the Most High, — 
And prompt his spirit 
To trace thy flight to realms of light, 
And contemplate the bliss thou dost inherit 1 



But should the stroke of fate 
Thy life bereave of joy, and leave 
Thy widow*d heart all desolate ; 
Oh ! then wilt thou not bless, 
In griefs calm hour$ the hallow'd power 
That comes to cheer thee in thy loneliness ? 



O there's a better world ! 
Life's transient sphere will disappear, 
Our pleasures be in ruin hurl'd.$ 
Then, lady, live for heaven ! 
In realms of rest repose the blest : 
O may that happy rest to thee be given ! 
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T A N Z A S. 



Brightly glows yon splendid orb, 

Arrayed in his orient vest ; 
Athirst the sparkling dews to absorb, 

DistuTd upon nature'a breast ; — 
Away in hia car of light he wheels, 
And "* *%d beauty to all reveals, 
Ti T ^^F 19 ^ er E^g^Gus dome, 

A ^HtQ hail him home. 

Thi 'ether I *W light, 
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The earth is asleep in its gloomy shrine, 

And all is still save the power divine, 

That guides them unerring through boundless space, 

Where no thought can fathom, no eye can trace. 



And here, an atom of dust, I stand, 
Fashion'd to life by His plastic hand ; 
A touch of Omnipotent power inspires 
My bounding heart with immortal fires. 
My spirit wakes from her earthly dream, 

Visions of rapture to me are given, — 
Hark ! 'tis the song of a wond'rous theme : 

Hark ! 'tis an echo that falls from heaven. 



Roll on, thou sun, in thy splendid pride ; 
Ye moon and stars in your silvery tide ; 
Thou earth, with beauty and wonder rife ; 
Thou nature, big with the pomp of life ; — 
Roll on in splendour, and glory, and might,- 
Then cometh a flash from His awful sight, 
And hurl'd into ruin ye soon shall be, 
Lost in a boundless immensity ! 



Rise, my spirit, to yon bright sky, 
Thy palace of rest is built on high ! 
Bright with the smile of the Holy One, 
The burst of whose glory lit up the sun. 
Love not the world, its beauty dies ; 
Life but flatters awhile and flies ; 
Joy may sparkle in pleasure's bowl, — 
Dash it away, it will chill thy soul. 
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Love not the gilded things of earth, 
Flee from the madd'ning voice of mirth, 
Poison lurks in her syren bowers, 
Sorrow darkens her happiest hours. 
Live ! not for sordid love of gold ; 
Not for pleasure, it soon grows old ; 
O let your thoughts and actions tend 
To a higher, better, and nobler end. 
Live ! O live for that world above, 
Of light, and life, and ineffable love ! 
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SONG 
TO THE SPRING 



Hail i to the teeming life of Spring, 
When new-born zephyrs take the whig, 

And kiss young blushing flowers ; 
And wanton bees sweet honey sip 
From many a perfume-breathing pip, 

And bask in sunny bowers. 



The cloudless sky is bright and blue, 
Heaven's own unchanged cerulean hue,- 

The glorious orb of day 
With splendour gilds the glowing earth, 
Bringing ten thousand beauties forth, 

Their virgin sweets to pay. 



112 

Primroses deck the sunny bank, 
Blue hyacinths the hedges dank, 

Dark arums there unfold ; 
The daisy everywhere is seen, 
And buttercups, to deck the green 

With silver and with gold. 



Beneath the shade of mossy stone 
The scented violet blooms alone, 

A modest, lovely thing ; 
The May-bough sends its fragrance forth, 
Sweet incense from the grateful earth, 

Kich tribute to the spring. 



The soaring lark, on dewy wings, 
Now leaves this lower world, and sings 

Near to the gates of bliss : 
The raptures that his songs inspire 
Seem caught from the empyrean quire, 

Dropt from that world to this. 



The tuneful blackbird in the brake, 
His softest songs of love awake, 

To cheer his patient mate ; 
She cowers her warm and downy breast 
Upon her lowly clay-built nest, 

Her nestlings to await, 
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The rooks have built their airy homes, 
In the old beech's leafy domes, 

To nurse their callow brood, 
Where the tall pine tree darkly wreathes 
The quist his plaintive love song breathes, 

Soft murmuring through the wood. 



The spotted trout in ambush lies 
To spring at the unwary flies, 

Disporting o'er the brook ; 
The patient angler waits awhile, 
And plies his art with practised guile 

To lure him to the hook. 



Young lambs in gambol frisk around 
The ruin'd abbey's mould'ring mound, 

And frolic o'er the grass ; 
Where erst the monk, in solemn cowl, 
Went forth to shrive the parting soul, 

And give for heaven the pass. 



In clover fields the leverets bound, 
Young rabbits scud from mound to mound, 

Amidst the yellow gorse ; 
Can man their little lives destroy, 
And mar the universal joy, 

Unconscious of remorse. 

H 
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The spangled vale, the verdant hill, 
The margin of the sparkling rill, 

The jocund woods that sing, 
The earth beneath, the air above, 
All teem with beauty, life, and love, 

To hail the opening spring ! 



Father of all, from Thy bless'd sphere, 
Thou dost inspire the infant year, 

And fill the earth with food : 
To Thee our thankful hearts we raise 
In gratitude, and sing Thy praise, 

Great Giver of all good ! 



llo 



REFLECTIONS 
ON SEEING A DEAD BUTTERFLY. 



I saw a glittering thing 

Disporting in a bower, 
Flitting about on joyous wing, 

And rifling every flower : 
It linger^ where the sweets were rife, 
And revelTd in the bliss of life. 



But soon the gay parterre 
Assum'd a sombrous hue, 

And swiftly through the humid air 
The vivid lightning flew ; 

Then gently on a damask rose 

I saw the gaudy thing repose. 
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The scathing flash had fled, 
The thunder-cloud had past ; 

The insect lifted not its head — 
It perish' d in the blast : 

I would not be a butterfly, 

To live one happy hour — then die. 



Man lives not for a day — 

Delirious in his mirth — 
At eventide to fade away, 

Like that frail thing of earth : 
Despite the blow that seals his doom, 
He rises deathless from the tomb. 



Awhile he is inured 

To scenes of smiles and tears, 
Till happily at last matured, 

Through pupilage of years, 
His heaven-born spirit plumes its flight, 
To fairer worlds, and scenes more bright 



Oh ! there are pleasures pure, 
For man to dote upon ; 

An ecstacy that will endure 
When earthly joys are gone ; 

A state for evermore endued 

With bliss above similitude. 
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There is a sacred balm 

For every sufferer's woe, 
There is a hallow'd hour can calm 

The bitterest tears that flow ; — 
That balm is from Immanuers side, 
That hour is when the balm's applied. 



There is a port of peace, — 
Calm for the aching breast ; 

The wicked there from troubling cease, 
The weary are at rest : 

Saviour, my pilot thither be, 

And guide o'er life's tempestuous sea. 



Death is a kind relief 
To weary mortals given ; 

The passage from this vale of grief- 
The entrance into heaven ; 

The verge of time, whence we can s< 

The land of immortality. 



The grave a safe retreat, 

A refuge of repose, 
A couch to rest our pilgrim feet, 

A solace for our woes : 
Sorrows no more our steps attend, 
And all our griefs for ever end. 
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MY INFANT'S GRAVE 



Rest thee in peace, thou lovely thing ; 
Sweetly the flowers around thee spring ; 
Emblems of beauty, like thine so bright, 
Flourishing — fading away from sight. 



Thy pillow is soft, thy sleep is sweet ; 
Nothing molests thy lone retreat ; 
The pang that ruffled thy little brow 
Cannot disturb thy quiet now. 



Softly repose, the evening's breath 
Sighs o'er thy silent place of death, 
And cypress shadows cast a gloom, 
Resting solemnly on thy tomb. 
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Nestling here, like a dove at rest, 
Sorrow no more invades thy breast ; 
To-morrow comes, but thy sweet strain 
Will never gladden my heart again. 



Sprightly the lamb skips o'er the sod, 
Nipping the flow'rets where he trod : 
Like a young lamb wert thou to me, 
Beauteous in spotless purity. 



Forth from thy grave the glow-worm's light 
Comes like a spirit o'er my sight, 
Beaming like hope beyond the shade ' 
Of the lone spot where thou art laid. 



Yon bright star in the firmament 
Tells me, in language eloquent, 
Of a world of beauty and light above, 
And a heaven of joy for those we love. 



Morning breaks on thy dewy shrine ; 
The flowers their glistening gems resign ; 
Exhaled on the beams of light they fly, 
And blend their sweet odours in the sky. 



May we, my darling, when breaks that day 
When the angel's trumpet calls us away, 
United again, be no more riven, 
But waft in the smiles of God to heaven! 
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NOVEMBER. 



November comes with gloomy reign, 
Spreading around fog, mist, and rain, 

And blows with chilling wind ; 
So is the winter time of life — 
We near our end, and feel the strife 

To thoughtful man assign'd. 



How mournful stand the leafless trees, 
The eye no flower in beauty sees, 

Where all were green and gay ; 
The garden lies enwrapp'd in snow — 
So man is doomed with silvery brow 

To fade and pass away. 
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Spring came with colours bright and fair, 
Summer with beauty rich and rare, 

Autumn with golden grain ; 
Then winter round a desert shows ; 
And such is life, and such its close — 

Our pleasures end in pain. 



No feather'd songsters now are heard, 
Hush'd is the joy of every bird ; 

The robin pipes alone 
A sad song for the dying year — 
We joyless drop into the bier, 

And o'er us fond ones mourn. 



The beauteous spring will come again, 
Gay flowers besprink the gaudy plain, 

And fruits in richness bloom ; 
So we, when time has pass'd away, 
May live again in endless day, 

Happy beyond the tomb. 



There is a joyful hope for all 

Who, suffering from life's daily thrall, 

Can raise their thoughts above ; 
Earth's flowers fade, our pleasures die, 
But there's a life beyond the sky, 

A heaven of joy and love. 



122 



TO A YOUNG FRIEND. 



Thy every step may virtue guide, 
Whate'er thy lot in life may be ; 

Though sorrow's storms are scatter'd wide, 
May none bewilder thee, 

Nor intercept the heavenly ray 

That dawns upon life's opening day. 



In childhood let the cause of truth 
Thy thoughts employ, thy love engage, 

Twill save thee from the snares of youth, 
And solace thee in ago ; 

Cheer when life's tide is ebbing fast, 

And guide thee safe to heaven at last. 
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Life is a weary pilgrimage, 

And mortal man is made to mourn, 
Few are the blessings that assuage 

His journey to the bourne ; — 
There is a better world than this, 
A heaven of light, and joy, and peace ! 



Yes, there's a land of life above, 
As holy seers and sages say ; 

It is the paradise of love, 

Where Christ has led the way ;— 

Thither let thy first thoughts arise, 

And live for mansions in the skies. 



Thou hast bent o'er the bed of death, 
Seen a loved parent's soul depart, 

Who bless'd thee with her dying breath, 
And sooth'd thy breaking heart ; — 

Like her prepare for heaven with prayer ; 

O, death hath no dominion there. 



Sorrow has dimin'd thine eye with tears, 
Arid wrung thy bosom with a sigh, 

Oppress'd thy heart with doubts and fears, 
As hope's fond visions fly ; — 

In heaven all tears are wiped for aye, 

Sorrow and sighing flee away. 



124 



THE DEATH OF A BEAUTIFUL GIRL. 



She died in the prime of her youth, 

With the bloom of her beauty upon her ; 
Meek child of affection and truth, 

Bright pattern of virtue and honour. 
Her smile, like a life-giving ray, 

Enliven'd wherever it shone — 
Her smiles are all vanished away ; 

The beautiful creature is gone. 



She is gone where redeemed ones dwell, 
To the mansions of heavenly light ; 

No pen of the poet can tell 

What visions enrapture her sight. 
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She lies in her bier, as though sleeping, 
With sweet scented flowers on her breast, 

While round her the sad ones are weeping ; 
Her soul is away with the blest. 



Her charms needed not the adorning 

With feeble bestowments of art ; 
She rose like the blush of the morning, 

A freshness around to impart. 
The splendour of morning is clouded, 

A beautiful sky wrapp'd in gloom, — 
Her charms in the coffin are shrouded, 

And lost in the shades of the tomb. 



There's a void in our sorrowful dwelling, 

A name we must whisper in vain, 
Fond hearts with deep anguish are swelling, 

We never shall greet her again. 
From all she was homage commanding, 

So beauteous and peerless she shone ; 
Like an elegant rosebud expanding, 

She droop'd, and is perish'd, and gone. 



C 
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MY NATIVE VALLEY. 



Farewell to the home where my infancy flourish'd, 
And every delight with my infancy grew ; 

Farewell to the pleasures love, friendship, have nourish'd, 
In sorrow and silence, dear village, adieu. 



My own native valley, to me thou art dearer 

Than fame, wealth, or what else kind fortune bestows ; 

There are to my bosom's best feelings much nearer 
Entwin'd with remembrance of thee than all those. 



My kindred here dwelt in domestic composure, 
In yon little villa embower'd on the green ; 

The angel of peace brooded o'er the enclosure ; 
The light of true wisdom illumin'd the scene. 
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My kindred, alas ! they are gone with tile number, 
Among thy own clods in the tomb to repose, 

And nothing shall break on the peace of that slumber 
That shuts them away from the world and its woes. 



There is in the gloom of thy cemet'ry, sleeping, 
A lov'd one, whose beauty once waken'd my pride ; 

The ravage of death round my dwelling came sweeping, 
And tore from my bosom my blooming young bride. 



O'er all thy endearments, away, shall I ponder, 
And oft will the pang of regret thrill my breast ; 

Where'er in the wearisome world I may wander, 
In my native valley at last may I rest. 



When youth shall decline, and these black locks turn hoary, 
And destiny me to the grave shall condemn, 

Near those I revere I would finish my story, 
Compose my last pillow, and sleep beside them. 
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THE LOVER'S LEAP. 



There is a voice comes o'er the wave, 
At eve, when the wind is dying, 

A sepulchral sound from the deep sea-grave, 
Where the mariner lone is lying : 

The sea-wrack decks his watery bed, 

And weaves wild tresses round his head. 



Where the light-house gleams above the steep, 
Like a star in the darkness flashing ; 

And rocks emerge from the billowy deep, 
On which the wild waves are dashing, 

A stranded barque, by the tempest driven, 

Is wreck'd in sight of its destin'd haven. 
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Up on high, on the beetling cliff, 
Which darkly frowns on the ocean, 

Where below the life-boat seem'd a skiff, 
Toss'd about with the waves' commotion, 

A gentle maiden timorous stood, 

And gazed intent on the raging flood. 



Often her hands were lifted high, 

As a signal white she was waving, 
And a loved name rose with her frenzied cry, 

As round her the winds were raving : — 
A shriek ! — the frail barque on the rock was toss'd, 
Gulph'd in the deep, and the mariners lost 



And the maiden lonely, where is she ? 

The signal no more is flying : 
Down the cliff she has plunged in the sea, 

And her mangled form is lying 
A lifeless corpse upon the strand, 
Saved from the sea by a stranger's hand. 



The storm has passed — the broken wreck 
Around on the shore is floating, 

And weeping maids with flowers deck 
The grave of two lovers doating, — 

There nightly comes a wail on the surge, 

And the wild winds chant the lovers' dirge. 
I 
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"MAN GIVETH UP THE GHOST, AND WHERE 
IS HE r— Job xiv, v. 10. 



When, weary with life, the aching breast 
Hushes its sorrows, and goes to rest, 
Where is the home that the spirit seeks 
When it from mortal fetters breaks ? 



Man lieth down and ariseth not 
From his long sleep in the grave's dark spot ; 
Though he hides his body in the tomb, 
And lies in secret till day of doom ; 



It will not slumber for ever there, 
At th* appointed time it must appear. 
The heavens shall pass and be no more, 
And the set time for the world be o'er. 
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But the spirit — where is its place of rest 1 
To sleep in the dust cannot be blest. 
Oh ! is there a home where spirits meet, 
To dwell in communion, calm and sweet ? 



Doth it fly away to some bright star, 
Beaming so peaceful from worlds afar ? 
Doth it seek in the dens of earth to dwell, 
Or the depths of ocean, in some dark cell % 



Alas ! for the stars from heaven will fall, 
And wreck will ruin this earthly ball ; 
No place of rest can here be found, 
In star, or earth, or sea profound. 



Where goest thou, soul 1 — oh, tell me where 1 
Thither will I herald thee with prayer ; 
Earth, sea, and star have no home for thee — 
Where goest thou ? say, " Eternity !" 



My spirits incense, a sacrifice, 
On the first beams of morn shall rise, 
When night's empurpled wings shall brood 
O'er the silent world's deep solitude. 



Away shall my fervent prayer be sent, 
To explore that unknown firmament ; 
And teach thee, my soul, to plume thy wing 
To climes of blissful imagining. 



i 
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THE ST 11 ANGER'S GRAVE 



Peace to thy spirit, stranger ! who hast made 

Thy solitary bed in this lone spot : 
I love to visit the romantic shade 

Thou hast made sacred, though, perchance forgot, 
A wayward muse these precincts would intrude, 
At evening's close, to meditate in pensive mood. 



'Tis such an hour, methinks, as thou hast loved 
If nature cheer'd thee ; and I deem thou wert 

A child of nature, and as thou hast roved 
In restlessness of spirit, wouldst revert 

To this lone spot, companionship to shun, 

To commune with thyself, and watch the setting sun. 
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The leaf scarce whispers to the wind, it seems 

To lull the intruder on its drowsy breast ; 
And on the sleeping foliage richly gleams 

The golden splendour of the gorgeous west ; — 
Methinks 'twas such an hour thy spirit stirr'd 
When thy resolve was made — here thou wouldst lie interr'd. 



And here thou art — wreck of oblivious years !- 
Converged into this isolated span, 

Which sympathy to my lorn thought endears, 
For I, too, am a solitary man ; 

And here would come, on such an eve as this, 

With yonder .glorious sky my vista into bliss. 



Here couldst thou stand and gaze the horizon round, 

Rich in variety of light and shade, 
And sacred fanes, and listen to the sound 

Of evening's aerial serenade, 
That swells and dies among the greenwood trees, 
Aweing the mind with its prophetic mysteries. 



'Tis nature's poetry, and nature's song, 

The theme and requiem for the dying day ; 

Solemn its airy echoes dwell among 

The shrines of generations passed away ; 

If e'er thy sorrow softened to a tear, 

And wept in sacred silence —stranger I it wa& W*>. 
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The vesper bat wings devious o'er thy tomb 
In silent flight ; the plaintive robin chants 

Upon the urn that marks thy place of doom, 
And flits about thy melancholy haunts ; — 

Restless they seem, like mournful spirits risen 

To seek a short reprieve from death's dire gloomy prison. 



Booms doleful on the ear the evening bell, 

Memento of lost hours ! Ah, mournful dirge ! 

It brings to memory the long farewell ; 
It bids past friendship once again emerge ; 

And stirs love's embers in the widow'd heart, 

Whence from their cells a thousand sear'd affections start. 



Stranger, farewell ! The moon shines on thy grave, 
Shedding a peaceful halo, and the dew 

Is glist'ning to her from the grassy wave 
That sweeps above thy solitude ; but few 

There be at eventide will pensive come 

To commune with thee, lonely one, in thy Ioiilj home. 
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ELEGY. 



Yes ! he is gone — dread thought — for ever fled ! 

And him no more these tearful eyes behold ; 
Deep in the tomb he rests his aged head, 

And calmly sleeps, all passionless and cold. 



Once he was wont his tuneful powers, to lend, 
Solemnly chanting the funereal hymn, — 

We, in our turn, now o'er his ashes bend, 

And drop the tear, and chant the dirge for him. 



Yes, he is gone ; but not untimely fell 

The stroke that took him from a world like this : 
Seventy long years' probation had full well 

Prepared his spirit for the realms of bliss. 
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When feebly languishing on death's cold bed, 
Good hope his soul sustain'd, an anchor sure ; 

Eternal glory beam'd around his head ; 

And angels beekon'd to a world more pure. 



To that bright world he joyfully took flight, 
Beyond the gloomy vale, to us unknown, 

Where God the Lord is everlasting light, 

And where his sun will never more go down ! 
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THE SOLDIER'S FUNERAL. 



Mournful and slow they march along, 

To sound of muffled drum : 
They bear away a comrade young, 
For whom full many a heart is wrung, 
To lay him in the tomb. 



He was a youth of noble mien ; 

High valour nerved his arm ; 
He foremost in the ranks was seen ; 
His plumed helmet's glittering sheen 

Shrunk not from war's alarm. 



No more he hears the bugle sound, 

- Nor mounts his sprightly steed : 

They lay him softly in the ground, 

And fire a farewell volley round — 

The buried soldier's meed. 
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The solemn requiem now is done, 

The funeral service said ; 
Deep in the grave he sleeps alone, 
His sorrowing comrades all are gone- 

They left him with the dead. 



There's one sad heart in loneliness, 

Down-stricken in its grief : 
His widow'd mother in distress, 
Who came her dying son to bless, 
And sought to give relief. 



He lov'd her with the kindest love ; 

She taught him how to pray ; 
When valour called him first to rove, 
He gave his thoughts to things above, 

And never went astray. 



He was a kind and generous youth — 

His comrades loved him well ; 
They reverenc'd his regard for truth, 
And saw it sav'd him oft from ruth 
When sorrow them befell. 



There lay a secret at his heart — 
He loved ! and cherish'd deep 
The hidden passion, till the smart 
Unmann'd him, and his mortal part 
Sunk to eternal sleep. 
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TO A DISTANT FRIEND. 



When I think of the joys I have cherish'd with thee, 
High beats in my bosom the thrill of delight, 

And the shades of past pleasures, like spectre things, flee 
From the deep cells of memory fresh to the sight. 



Full oft have we blended the soul-telling tone, 
And met each response with a smile or a sigh, 

Till the mantle that friendship around us had thrown 
Was wet with the dew of the summer-night sky. 



And now I contemplate the wearisome change 
That Fortune, all pitiless, dooms as our lot, 

I feel that no distance can ever estrange 

My heart from my friend — no, thou art not forgot * 



140 

Long years may roll onward, and seas may spread wide, 
And age chill my fervour with frost on my brow, 

But my heart is my friend's, let whate'er will betide, 
And be true in the tone of its feeling as now. 



Thou art gone from the land where thy infancy flourished, 
The home where thy kindred in deep silence sleep, 

The scenes which thy friendship and love ever nourished, 
And left me in solitude lonely to weep. 



'Tis honour that calls thee, and duty's stern voice : 
Thy country demands thou wilt meet the proud foe. 

Couldst thou stay and be happy, how would we rejoice ; 
But, no, £0 and conquer — thou art young and brave, go. 



Then fill up a bumper, and pledge me " Lang Syne," 
And vow in thy rovings thou wilt not forget, 

For the faith of thy friend, if there's truth in the wine,. 
Through years of long absence will cling to thee yet. 
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" THIS IS NOT YOUR REST." 



This world to us is not a place of rest — 
Our stay is short, our day of life is fleeting ; 

Here pain and sorrow prey upon the breast, 

And tinge with dark'ning shade our happiest meeting ; 

Affliction often claims with us abode, 

And strife attends us on our daily road. 



What though we decorate our peaceful home, 

And gild with pleasing joys our cheerful dwelling, 

There is a thought within that oft will roam, 
A restless feeling in our bosoms swelling, 

A voice that whispers — an unwelcome guest — 

" Set not your heart on home, 'tis not your rest." 
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Friendship may cheer our hearth with joyous smile, 
And love illume it with a radiant gladness, 

And infants' mirth our passing hours beguile — 
Home without these woujd be a place of sadness ; 

But, oh ! how transient is their longest stay, 

How soon they perish and are passed away. 



Care crowds its visions on life's changing dream ; 

To-day our hopes are bright, to-morrow vanished ; 
Sweet flowers adorn the margin of life's stream ; 

A storm of sorrow falls, and they are banished. 
Alas ! how painful is the truth imprest, 
" Arise, depart from hence, 'tis not your rest." 



Look up ! earth's joys decay, its blessings fade, 
Death will the dearest objects from us sever ; 

See, in yon heaven of light and peace arrayed, 
The loved and lost in happiness for ever ! 

Look up ! though anguish prey upon the breast, 

To yonder blissful home — there is your rest. 
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SYMPATHY, 



When the heart, with sorrow bending, 
Fills the breast with woe and grief, 

Hope and joy in sadness ending, 
What, ah ! what can give relief 1 



Can the voice of consolation 

Heal the wounds that rankle there, 

Calm the storm of desolation, 
Break the silence of despair ? 



One dear sympathetic token 
In the gloom of sorrow cheers ; 

And the heart, if still unbroken, 
Feels a sweet relief in tears. 



Sacred is the tear-drop stealing, 

When the throes of anguish cease- 
Sacred is the pulse of feeling 
Calmly throbbing into peace. 
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AUTUMN. 



Nature doth now her precious gifts bestow, 
And yellow harvests o'er the landscape throw ; 
The merry reapers sheaf the golden grain, 
And plenty spreads her stores upon the plain. 



The teeming orchard shines with precious crops 
Of pears and apples, and the ripe fruit drops 
Its tributary gifts ; the garden yields 
Its luscious produce, bounteous as the fields. 



The God of Nature walks abroad the land, 
And scatters blessings with a liberal hand, 
Enriches all the earth with gifts divine 
Of fruit and corn, of oil and cheering wine. 
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Spring came rejoicing with her thousand flowers, 
And sunny summer with her fervid powers, 
Now autumn with her golden treasure reigns, 
And man rewards for his laborious pains. 



O, it is wise, throughout the changing year, 
To trust in Providence, and not to fear 
Whatever may befall — the flower, the bud, 
Are objects of His care, designed for good. 



The low'ring clouds let fall the dropping rains, 
Short-sighted man, foreboding, oft complains ; 
The sun in splendour smiles upon the earth, 
And man, unthankful, revels in his mirth. 



The seasons come and go, and sun and rain 
Alternate vivify the fruitful plain ; 
And bleating flocks and lowing herds are rife 
To fill his pastures with successive life. 



Come, careful man, and raise thy thoughts to heaven, 
Whence, in benignant love, thy stores are given, 
Lift thy unconscious heart beyond the sod, 
And bow the knee to worship Nature's God. 
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A POET'S BENEDICTION TO A BBIDIL 



May all the blessings life can boast 

Await thee every day, 
And the dear joys esteem'd the most 

With life alone decay ; 
Kevolving like a cloudless sun, 

May love thy bosom cheer y 
Yield thee its choicest benison, 

And dry each rising tear. 



Bright be thy waking thoughts by day ; 

Happy thy dreams by night ; 
Love him whose lot 'tis thine to obey 

With heart and spirits light ; 
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Thy home — a scene of infant's mirth, 

A sanctuary of prayer — 
To him, elysium on earth, 

And thou the angel there. 



Blessings are oft, like summer light, 

Thrown round affection's dome, 
Diffusing there supreme delight, 

Making a heaven of home ; 
Not pomp, nor pride, nor fortune's dower 

Can equal bliss bestow, 
O love ! to thy mysterious power 

That rapture gives below. 



Life is to most a wild'ring maze, 

A rough and cheerless road, 
And small the pleasure that repays 

The pilgrim for his load. 
As thy life's journey onward goes, 

Through each domestic stage, 
Heaven guard thy heart from secret woes, 

And guide to peaceful age. 



O, let the sacred cause of truth 

Thy daily thoughts engage, 
'Twill save thee from the snares of youth, 

And solace thee in age : 
A light upon thy path to shine, 

When life is waning fast ; 
A ray, whose radiancy divine, 

Will guide to heaven at last 
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Then, when thy golden bowl is broke, 

Thy silver cord is run, 
Thy spirit freed its mortal yoke, 

The heavenly goal has won, 
He whom thou lov'st and leav'st behind 

Thy memory will revere, 
Oft call thy sainted form to mind. 

And greet thee with a tear. 



But, should the stroke of "fate bereave 

Thy bosom of its joyous love, 
And leave thy widowed heart to grieve 

For him removed to joys above, 
O, think thee, in that hour of woe, 

That happy souls, in sunder riven, 
But part a transient while below 

To meet for evermore in heaven I 
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SLAVERY, 



Go, herald of mercy ! go forth in that name, 
The brightest and best in the annals of fame, 
Till the peace-giving banner o'er all is unfurl'd, 
The triumph of truth, and the hope of the world. 



Oh, go to the nation where cruelty reigns, 
And the blood of the, negro is spilt on the plains, 
And bind up his bleeding wounds, reeking and bare, — 
His back is all mangled, — the lash has been there ! 



And dry the big tear that is wrung from his eye 
As, toil-worn and sick, he is turned out to die ; 
And wipe the cold sweat, as it clings to his brow, 
When he sinks to the earth with the weight of his woe. 
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Think how he is torn from his dear native glen, 
And every delight most endearing to men, 
And link'd, like a brute, to the soul galling yoke, 
Till his might is all wasted, his spirit all broke. 



The mother, too, forced from the arms that carest — ' 
The dear little innocent torn from her breast — 
By bloodthirsty rapine pursued for a prey, 
And driven, like victims of slaughter, away. 



Columbia ! Columbia ! thou boast of the free, 
How black is the record that frowns upon thee ! 
Oh S weep for the innocent blood thou hast spilt, 
And blot from thine annals these stains of thy guilt. 



There is not a zephyr that wings through thy sky 
But wafts from the negro a heart-rending sigh ! 
There is not a wild wind careers from thy zone 
But bears on its pinions the African's groan ! 



Oh ! tell to the broken in heart there is balm ; 
The troubled in spirit that heaven is calm ; 
The poor fetter'd captive he yet may be free, 
And rejoice in the bliss of the soul's jubilee ! 



Hark ! forth from the senate there issues a cry, 
The prayer of the churches is heard to reply ; 
The voice of the nation responds to the prayer ; — 
Oh, yes ; they must triumph, for mercy is there ! 
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Then go to the wretch who is chained to the soil, 
And give him reprieve from his merciless toil ; 
Proclaim to the slave the benignant decree ; 
Restore him his birth-right, and bid him be free. 



Ah 1 see how exulting he springs from the sod, 
And lifts his unmanacled hands to his God ! 
The voice of his praise, and the prayer of his soul, 
Unaw'd by oppression, unbrook'd by control 



Go, herald of mercy ! go forth in that name, 
The brightest and best in the annals of fame, 
Till the peace-giving banner o'er all is unfurl'd, 
The triumph of truth, and the hope of the world 
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MONODY 



Oh ! I had thought to weep no more, 
And tuned my heart to happiest feeling, 
When death away the prospect bore, 
And left a wound unknown before — 
A painful wound that knows no healing. 



I had resolved no more to sigh, 
And o'er the ills of life to languish ; 
But, when I saw my dear wife die, 
And with her every fond hope fly, 
My heart was filled with deepest anguish. 



Yes, brightest hopes with thee have past, 
Now sorrow strews my path with sadness ; 
Left lonely on life's dreary waste, 
No more the cup of love to taste 
With thee, nor share thy smile of gladness. 



153 

What now is this sear'd world to me, 
Thus rifled of its purest treasure ? 

In all its blandishments I see 

A cheerless, sad variety, 
That cannot move my heart to pleasure. 



O, thou art gone, whose life with mine 
In love so happily was blended ; 

Whose virtues still my heart entwine, 
A halo round a ruin'd shrine, 
'Till memory and life are ended. 



For ever gone !-r-but not too soon, 
O no ! — I would not thus deplore thee : 

The stroke was Heaven's distinguish'd boon, 

That called thy spirit to attune 
Its hallowed tones to themes of glory. 



Oh ! there are bleeding hearts for thee, 
In many a breast with anguish wringing, 
And tears are falling painfully 
O'er thoughts and scenes where memory 
In fond endearment still is clinging. 



The empty seat, the lonely hearth, 
Scene of thy smiles and sweet composure ; 
Thy silent harp, whose hallow'd mirth, 
Awoke the sweetest tones of earth, 
And fill'd with joy home's loved enclosure. 
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It soothes to think that thou art now 
Where parting can no more bereave thee, 
Of that bright, placid, cherub brow, 
Radiant with heaven's purest glow, 
With not one anxious thought to grieve thee. 



'Tis solace to my heart to dwell 
In still communion with thy spirit ; 
To feel thee, like a holy spell, 
Inspire the theme thou loVdst so well, 
Hope of the bliss thou dost inherit. 



I will anticipate the hour 
When I may haste away to meet thee, 
Within thy blest empyrean bower, 

EndoVd with all the hallow'd power 
Of heaven's ecstatic love, to greet thee ! 



I saw thee Death's dark valley through, 
And then, on Jordan's shore so dreary, 
I saw thee cast a thoughtful view 
Behind, and then a long adieu 
To scenes of which thou wert so weary. 



I saw thee on the verge of time, 
When ended life's eventful story, 
Wing thine eternal flight sublime, 
To soar to the immortal clime, 
Bright with a radiancy of glory. 
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O, happy soul ! thou now art blest, 
Blest was life's earnest, best endeavour ; 
The haven of eternal rest 
Is gained, and nothing can molest 
The peace of thy repose for ever ! 



Yet long shall I lament the day, 
Though hopelessly I do regret thee, 
When torn in youthful bloom away, 
From happiest love, by fell decay ; — 
O no, I never can forget thee ! 



There is a feeling cannot die, 
A flame that knows no early quelling — 
Shrined deeply in my heart will lie 
That flame, unquench'd by tear or sigh, 
Long as the throb of life is swelling. 



Dear shade, that feeling lives for thee ; 
And, when my heart shall cease its beating, 

High in the climes of bliss may we, 

Blended in immortality, 
Enjoy a long eternal meeting. 
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STANZA 



When the last ling'ring look of evening 
Purples the west with mournful dye, 

And night appears with sable veiling 
To clothe in darkness all the sky ; 



When sleeps the wind, and not a breath 
Of zephyr wakes the slumbering leaf ; 

When all the world seems wrapt in death, 
And your heart lives alone to grief ; 



Oh ! then to muse upon the past 
Eventful tragic scenes of tears, 

And then an anxious thought to cast 
Down the dark stream of future years ; 
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To think of joys, when youthful pride 

Flush'd the glad heart with happiest feeling, 
And then to feel woe's ruthless tide 
' Thy bosom's warmest hopes congealing ; 



To hear the mournful dirge of night 
Breathe its deep melancholy moan, 

.And brooding o'er endear'd delight, 
Your spirit takes the same sad tone ;- 



Say, has not then some secret power 
Come o'er you, that no tongue can tell, 

More deepening as the lonely hour 
Stole from the .solemn midnight bell 1 



Was it the bitter painful thought 

That life must now be dark and dreary, 

That every passing hour comes fraught 
With pangs that make the bosom weary 1 



Mortal ! where'er on earth thou be, 
Whose wretched heart such woe has known, 

Live ! there are joys in store for thee 
To give thy heart a happier tone. 
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SONG, 



My heart was like a tuneful lyre, 

Woke by an angel's touch ; 
No sweeter tones could love inspire, 

The ecstacy was such ! 
But now 'tis like a broken harp, 

A ruin'd, joyless thing, 
The edge of poignant grief came sharp, 

And sever'd every string. 



Love may attune the lyre again ; 

The harp to joy be strung ; 
And I may sing the cheerful strain 

I loved when I was young, 
And sigh for joys once doated on ; 

But vain is the endeavour — 
The music of my heart is gone, 

And gone, alas, for ever ! 
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TO A LADY WEEPING, 



Oh ! lady deepen not the gloom 

Gather'd around thy brow, 
Let not such loveliness assume 

A trait of sorrow now : 
The tumult of thy breast compose, 
Hush its disquiet to repose, 

Quench not that beaming eye ; 
The impassion'd heart that throbs for thee r 
With feeling glows most tenderly, 

Responding sigh for sigh. 
Then, lady, dash the tear away, — 

The transient cloud of sorrow, 
Flitting across thy path to-day, 

Will dissipate to-morrow. 



160 



STANZAS. 



'Tis not the Bacchanalian draught 
Can quench the spirit's pain ; 

The poison'd bowl that I have quaff'd 
I will not taste again ! 



The riot of the masquerade, 
Of revel and levee, 

It only casts a deeper shade 
O'er sorrow's poignancy. 



Is there not, then, for mortal man 

A moment of allay, 
An interval in which he can 

Command the tear away ? 



There is a lucid hour, perchance, 
To man in mercy given ; 

O yes ! 'tis when the spirit's glance 
Catches a glimpse of heaven ! 
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L I F E 



A careless child I fondly roved, 
Amidst the fields and flow'rets gay, 

And many a beauteous thing I loved, 
That perished and passed away. 



In boyhood's years I felt the joy, 
That early life the heart can give — 

Friendship, whose pleasures never cloy, 
Whose smiles and tears can ne'er deceive. 



Then manhood came, and round me wreath'd 
The blushes, smiles, and sighs of love ; 

Affection o'er my feelings breathed 
In accents gentle as the dove. 
K 
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Beneath my humble roof there came 
Young spirits, lovely to behold, 

Who fondly breathe a father's name, 
A mother's charming grace unfold. 



Then was I happy, daily blest, 
As lover, husband, father, friend, 

And rapture reigned within my breast, 

Where peace and hope their influence blend. 



A change passed o'er my happy dream, 
As one by one these blessings fled, 

And left me lonely on life's stream, 
To mourn in solitude the dead. 



Age now hath graved my brow with care, 
My heart is wrung with deepest grief, 

My head is sprent with silvery hair, 
My fleeting days I feel are brief. 



But there's a land to which I go, 
Where vanish'd joys will live again, 

Where love will ne'er be touch'd by woe, 
And bliss supreme for ever reign. 
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ODE FOR CHRISTMAS. 



'Tis night, and the shepherds watch their flocks, 
The dew is wet on their hoary locks, 
The moon hath kindled her lamp on high, 
And the stars shine bright in the deep blue sky. 



A sound is heard in the air serene, 
And music wakes on the midnight scene, 
Above them is singing a radiant host, 
And in wonder gazing the shepherds are lost. 



When, lo ! the angels from heaven came down, 
The glory of God round about them shone, 
Joyful the news which from heaven they bring, 
And this is the song which the angels sing : — 
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" Behold ! good tidings we bring to all 
The people who dwell on this earthly ball, 
Unto you there is born the living Word, — 
A Saviour, which is Christ the Lord." 



And the heavenly host sang praises then — 
" Glory to God, and good will to men ;" 
And, when this message of joy was given, 
The angels ascended again to heaven. 



Wise men have seen His star in Jhe east, 
The herald of Him — King, Prophet, Priest — 
Who left the bright throne of His glory on high, 
The Saviour of sinners, to suffer and die. 



Lo ! the star on their way the wise men led, 
Where Immanuel lay in His lowly bed; — 
Prostrate before Him they joyfully told 
Their gifts of frankincense, and myrrh, and gold. 



Not like a prince, with his retinue grand, 
By heralds and trumpets proclaimed through the land, 
Nor, conqueror like, with the sword and with flame, 
While nations fall prostrate before His dread name. 



Meek and lowly He came, in a manner born ; 
The great ones of earth greet Him only with scorn ; 
No crown, rich with #ems, encircled His head ; 
No splendours of royalty round Him were shed. 
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'Twas thus that the Saviour cf 
Salvation He brought in His holy name. 
That none may perish 'midst mortal strife. — 
Whosoever believes hath eternal life. 



On Christmas Day was the God-man born — 
We hail with joy the returnin g morn, 
When the banner of Christ o'er all unfurled, 
And Jesus redeemed a rnm'd world. 
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THE PILGRIM'S TEAR. 



Life is a troubled realm, 

Where no abode of rest 
Can shelter from the storms that whelm 

The pilgrim's aching breast : 
Down the dark vale at even 

I saw him slowly veer, — 
He raised a suppliant look to heaven, 

And wiped away -a tear. 

The toil-worn way he past, 

Through scenes of woe to tread ; 
The shades of night were gathering fast, 

The storm swept o'er his head : 
He pressed the mountain steep, 

A thorny road and drear, — 
The weary pilgrim paused to weep, 

And wiped away a tear. 

He stood on Calvary, 

And there, entranced, he viewed 
The Crucified upon the tree, 

With blood and sweat bedew'd ! 
Loud rose the profane laugh, 

And pass'd the taunting jeer, — 
The pilgrim lean'd upon his staff, 

And wiped away a tear. 
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REMINISCENCES. 



How fair are the bright recollections of childhood, 

The green hills arid valleys that lured us to roam, 
The torrent that dash'd through the glens of the wild 
wood, 

The mother's sweet kiss, when she welcom'd us home ; 
The visions that rose, like the crest on the billow, 

To sparkle and cheer in the spring-tide of youth ; 
The peace, when we sank on the star-lighted pillow, 

Soft hush'd by the prayer of affection and truth ! 



How sweet the dear passion, when virtue excited 
The heart first to open its fountain of love ! 

The tones of deep feeling in which we delighted, 
Like sun-smile of spring, and the voice of the dove. 
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When thus we review the bright dream of romances, 
That tempted us onward through pleasure and pain, 

A tinge of regret but the picture enhances, 
Like moonlight o'er scenes that we visit again. 



Alas ! for the joys that with youth have departed, 

For glad feelings crush'd by the envious and cold ; 
For false friends who left us to weep broken-hearted, 

And hopes that all perish while yet they unfold. 
In sorrow we think of the friends who have failed us, 

And oh ! when the tear gushes warm to the eye, 
Tis sweet to forget all the foes who assaiTd us, 

With pity remember'd — forgiven with a sigh ! 



'Tis sweet to remember the pine-shaded dwelling, 

That stood on the verge of the flower-cover'd slope, 
Where daily the song of thanksgiving was swelling, 

And blessings invoked at the altar of hope. 
The pines are all gone, and those sweet voices wanting, 

The hearth is all cover'd with dead winter leaves ;" 
The nettle and thorn on the flower-bed are flaunting, 

The marten no more builds her nest in the eaves. 



Ye scenes of my childhood ! still must I revere ye, 

Though ruin's rough mantle upon you lies spread ; 
There are ties round my heart that will ever endear ye, — 

Pure infantine pleasures, sweet home, and — the dead ! 
Though kindred and friendships death from us may sever, 

And weary through life may our pilgrimage go, 
There's a home where we meet to be happy for ever ! 

A world never swept by the tempest of woe ! 
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Alas ! for lost blessings kind heaven imparted — 

The sweet smiles of love, and the bloom of the bride ; 
The beautiful spirits that long have departed 

To that far-off land where the blessed abide, — 
Wife ! children ! — Ah, long have ye left me all lonely, 

Like some smitten tree on the storm-riven plain, 
That stands in its ruin to perish — I only 

The last of the line of my kindred remain. 



And now, — when the winter of life softly gathers 

The hoar-frost of age on my time-furrow'd head, 
And soon I shall go to the tomb of my fathers, 

Steal away from the cold world and sleep with the 
dead — 
How sweet is the retrospect view of past pleasure, 

Of kindred and home in a world such as this ! 
But sweeter and dearer the love and the treasure 

The Christian lays up in the mansions of bliss. 



\ 
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STANZA S. 



A pilgrim o'er life's dreary waste, 

Poor mortal man is doomed to go, 
For every sip of joy to taste 

An equal woe. 

All flesh is grass ! Like flowers in youth, 

And fruit in age, man's life appears ; 
Flowers wither, fruits decay, in truth 

The winter sears. 



Is man, then, mortal ? Read the scroll — 

Record of ages pass'd away — 
It tells the dying that the soul 

Will live for aye. 

The germ within the wither'd core 

Emerges from decay again, 
And blooms as beauteous as before, 

To deck the plain. 

The soul, escaped its earthly cell, 

Is like the germ — it does not die. 
It lives, in other climes to dwell, 

And decks the sky. 
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CONDOLENCE 



Weep not for him, he is gone up to God, 
At the foot of the throne to adore Him, 

To join the redeem'd in their bless'd abode, 
And worship for ever before Him : — 
Oh ! cease in thy grief to deplore him, 

And think how ecstatic the change must be, 

This life for a happy eternity ! 



'Twas thus that he finished his sojourn here, 
FilTd up the last page of life's story ; 

Thus ended a happy and long career, 
Bow'd his time-honour'd head all hoary, 
Now crown'd with a halo of glory ! 

And, bidding adieu to life's fitful dream, 

Was borne up to heaven by the seraphim. 
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Oil ! weep not for him, to pollute his breast 
Not a sigh nor a tear ever ventures ; 

And nothing within his palace of rest 
But glory ineffable enters ; 
And eternally there concentres 

The joy of His beauty whose smile and love 

Are the light and life of the world above. 



We shrink from the shore where dark Jordan rolls, 

To avoid it make every endeavour ; 
O, there we feel the communion of souls, 

Whom the floods from our fond hearts sever ; 

Like them, to be happy for ever, 
We, too, must plunge into that gulf, and brave 
The terrible surge of death's tempest wave. 
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THE BATTLE FIELD. 



Dread is the battle field, 

Bloody and wan ; 
The fight is all over, 

The warriors are gone, 
The dead round are sleeping, 

And hush'diis their breath ; 
The moon watch is keeping 

O'er carnage and death. 



There lies the veteran, 

Hoary and grim ; 
Near him the tender youth, 

Gory and slim ; 



i 
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The weapons they fought with, 
In crimson stains glow, 

And blood-streams of slaughter 
Congeal on their brow. 



To stalk through the battle field 

Makes the heart ache, — 
Loved ones are sleeping there, 

Never to wake ; 
O, where can the glory be, 

Thus to be shot, 
And left in the carnage, like 

Carrion to rot ? 



Hear the cry of the widows, 

Who shriek in their wail ; 
See the tears of the orphans, 

With faces turned pale ; 
Their hearts are all desolate, — 

Dreary their home ; 
The lights that once cheer' d them 

Will never more come. 



Thou, whose great name is God, 

Can it please Thee 
War should Thy likeness mar 

So dreadfully ? 
Come from thy heaven of love, 

Come and war ban ; 
Is not Thy behest " peace, 

" Good will to man !" 



175 



IN MEMORY. 



Worn by the fretting edge of time, 

My golden bowl will soon decay, 
And I shall seek a holier clime, 

When life's last throb has ebbed away : 
The glowing sun, that gilds the west, 

Will bless the place of my repose, 

And daily his last vigil close 
On the lone spot where I shall rest. 
The beaming star, that decks the ni«<ht, 
Will lend his little orb of light, 
And every vesper time return 
To watch my solitary urn. 
Then I will wait the coming hour 

That sets my longing spirit free, 
And fly to thy elysian bower, 

And share a heaven of bliss with thee. 
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[ GOD SAID, LET US MAKE MAN." 



Methinks I see the first creation spring, — 

The heavenly choirs are mute and listening ; 

They throng the aerial plains, in bright array, 

And shed fresh lustre on the new-born day ; 

And watch, in deep suspense, Almighty skill 

Quicken the dust, submissive to His will. 

Behold ! now nature's skilful Architect 

Designs the fabric, places it erect, 

Moulds it in beauty, breathes upon the sod, 

And man becomes the image of his God ! 

The new created clay glows with the blush 

Of living consciousness ; a sacred flush 

Of inspiration thrills into the heart, 

Bounds o'er the limbs, and animates each part. 

A flash of soul awakens in the eye ; 

The bosom heaves the first and purest sigh ; 

And, tremulously bursting from the tongue, 

Flow sounds like those the first-born seraph sung 

A smile of Deity beams on the face, 

And mantles it with every charm of grace : — 

A perfect masterpiece of art, man stands, 

The noblest creature of his Maker's hands. 
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SUPPOSED TO BE WRITTEN BY A YOUNG MAN, 
WHOSE WIFE HAD DIED DURING HIS TEM- 
PORARY CONFINEMENT IN AN ASYLUM. 



O, where art thou, my gentle love, 
Most beautiful, most fair ? 

I seek thee in thy once loved home- 

* Alas ! thou art not there j 

I call thee as I wander o'er 
The once enchanted spot ; 

But all is silent as the grave — 
Alas ! thou answerest not. 



I dare not think thee dead, my love ; 

Thou wert so purely rife 
Of all that could enhance the joy, 

The ecstacy of life ; 
But, oh ! the light is vanish'd 

That illumed my place of rest, 
And my lone spirit sever'd 

From the haven of thy breast. 

L 
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<-When every wonted pleasure came 

Embitter'd to my taste, 
And all the world seem'd unto me 

A wild and dreary waste ; 
When not one cheering ray of hope 

Broke through the awful gloom 
That gather'd round my mind and heart, 

Like midnight o'er the tomb - y 



Then wert thou, like an hallow'd spell, 

Around my hearth and home ; 
A light to guide my wild'ring way 

When madness made me roam ; 
A guardian angel o'er my path 

Through danger's deadly blast ; 
A refuge for my weary head 

Till sorrow's pang was past. 



Yes, there was solace in thy tears, 

Though silently they fell ; 
A direful secret in thy sigh, 

Deeper than muffled knell ; 
A sacred music in thy voice, 

As oft its soothing tone 
Came, like a seraph's whisper, o'er 

My spirit when alone. 



And now again I stand entranced 

Within this silent place, 
And look around for thee, my love, 

But meet not thy embrace. 
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Oh ! woe is heavy on my heart 
To know thou art not here ; 

Thy love was more to me than life, 
And all that life holds dear. 



I turn and trace the shady walk 

Which thou with me hast trod, 
And look upon the blooming flower 

That decks the verdant sod, 
And call to mind the graceful air 

That o'er thy features threw 
A halo, like a virgin rose 

Bright with the morning dew. 



And then I turn and look upon 

The shadow and the gloom, 
That, as a veil of mystery, 

Hang deepening round thy tomb ; 
And, while I gaze, methinks a light, 

Emerging from the clay, 
More beautiful than evening star, 

Pursues a heavenward way. 



I follow on the shining track 

That beams along the skies, 
And spirits bright and glorious 

Before my vision rise ; 
Harmonious sounds from golden harps 

Come floating on the air ; 
I see a heavenly hill of light, 

And thou art harping there. 
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GIVEN TO A FRIEND ON THE BIRTH OF 
HIS DAUGHTER. 



Hail ! thou young immortal stranger, 

From that far world whence thou art come, 

To life's stage of strife and danger, 
Destin'd hence to be thy home. 



Welcome to thy father's blessing, 
Warm and fond as love can be ; 

To thy mother's glad caressing — 
Watchful guardians over thee. 



Spring soon around thy footsteps smiling, 
Will scatter sunlight, sweets, and flowers ; 

May youth, thy heart with joy beguiling, 
Charm thee with purest, blandest powers. 
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Summer, with fervid heat descending, 
Matures the flowers and fruits of earth ; 

With womanhood love will be blending ; 
Heaven bless the love thy heart brings forth. 



Autumn bestows its stores of treasure, 
To fill our hearts and homes with glee — 

O, may thy children yield thee pleasure, 
And bring rich stores of love to thee. 



Winter, with storms and desolation, 
Destroys the beauties of the year ; 

In age and grief may consolation 
Thy heart with every blessing cheer. 



Thy maker, God, in every station, 
In every place where thou dost roam, 

Redeem thee with His great salvation, 
And give thee heaven's eternal home. 
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NATURE AND GRACE. 



Not a cloud is seen 

In the blue serene, 
And heaven is smiling on things terrene ; 

The clouds that loured, 

Their treasures showered, 
And blessings into earth's lap have poured. 



The lark, upspringing, 

To heaven is winging, 
And rapturous songs of joy is singing ; 

And the laughing wood 

And the leaping flood 
Are shouting praise to the Giver of good. 
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The sparrow is fed 

With its daily bread, 
Omnipotence circles with care its head ; 

The lily has grown, 

And, in beauty blown, 
O'er valley and hill its fragrance has strown. 



Can man be unblest, 

With God's image imprest, 
And in dread of the future sink opprest 1 - 

O, hast thou not heard 

In His sacred Word 
That blessings encompass man, flower, and bird. 



Trust thou in His power 

In every hour, 
Though sorrow oppress thee and darkness lour ; 

Faith on Him fasten, 

Though His rod chasten, 
To his footstool with confidence hasten. 



Not always we trace 

The purpose of grace ; 
His footsteps are hid when He veils His face ; 

We sink on life's road 

With griefs heavy load, 
But the pathway leads on to heaven and God. 
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THE SETTING SUN. 



Thou setting sun, thou setting sun, 
Glorious art thou to gaze upon ! 
Gather'd around thy palace gate, 
The herald clouds like seraphs wait, 
And spread their gold and purple wings, 
Bright emblems of eternal things ; 
Upon the world of darkness thou 
Didst rise sublime on Nature's brow. 
The mountain raised its towering head 

To greet thy first benignant ray, 
And spangling dews the valleys spread — 

The early sacrifice of day. 
To greet thee the rejoicing earth 
Chanted a thousand songs of mirth. 
Thou wert not, in thy pristine glow, 
More beautiful and bright than now. 
In thee pourtray'd we wondering see 
The shadow of the Deity. 
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Thou setting sun, thy course hath been 
Where hot sands spread their golden sheen, 
And swarthy men, with burning feet, 
Sink down beneath thy fervid heat ; 
And in the peace-inspiring vale 

To bless the peasant's humble lot, 
And incense to thee on the gale 

Hath wafted from his cot. 
Now evening spreads her dusky veil 

In quiet o'er the spot ; 
Enraptured, his adoring eye 
Beholds thy crimson car on high ; 
And thou dost gild the lowly bed 
Where peacefully he rests his head. 

Thou setting sun, thy parting ray 
Hath tinged with sapphire yon bright cloud : 
Awhile its changing beauties play, 
And then in ether fade away, 
Wrapt in night's sable shroud. 
Like some fair dream of early youth 
That, 'midst the sober scenes of truth, 

Gave promise of relief, 
Which, when the heart had made its own, 
And fixed its love upon, had flown, 

As beautiful and brief, 
Through the long night of years to be 
A darkening shade o'er memory. 

Thou setting sun, thy ray serene 
Hath left the mountain's snowy sheen ; 
No more thy vivifying light 
Makes all things beautiful and bright. 
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The grey mist in the valley lies, 
And Vesper chants her symphonies : 
This is the hour when faith and prayer 
The spirits sacred musings share 
Amidst the fading things of life, 
And the vain world's unholy strife ; 
And lift the soul to joys above, 
And heavenly peace, and holy love. 
Farewell ! thou setting sun, wilt thou 
Return to deck the morning's brow 1 
A solemn thought my spirit thrills : 
He who thy daily journey wills, 
And bids thee wheel thy fiery car 
Amidst revolving worlds afar, 
Hath mark'd thy course, and fixed thy goal, 
When thou wilt rise no more to roll. 
This night thy journey may be done, 
Thou setting sun, thou setting sun. 
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EVENING 



This is the vesper hour, — the time 
My ardent spirit loves to climb 
Above the sordid, senseless things 
That chill the mind's imaginings. 
This is the time I love to quit 
The world, and all polluting it ; 
To tread my wayward path alone, 
And seek the moss-cemented stone, 
Where many a fragrant, beauteous flower 
Is wreathed into a woodland bower. 

See, yonder comes, enrobed in bliss, 
The queen of my young phantasies ! 
How graceful o'er the scene she glides, 
Borne on the evening's ambient tides. 
A veil, awhile, her face enshrouds, 
Tissued with gold and silver clouds. 
Now, she reveals her diadem, 
Sparkling with many a splendid gem, 
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And, stepping from her azure car, 
Down the cerulean, star by star, 
Lights on the mountain's gilded fane, 
To meet the vesper in her wane. 

Visitant from a holier sphere, 
How tranquil is thy sojourn here ! 
Blessings drop softly from thy wings, 
To quell the strife of earthly things ; 
Thy balmy sigh diffuses round 
A charm to lull each vagrant sound ; 
No more the tinkling pastoral bell 
Steals from the sheep-cote in the dell ; 
And the last breeze, at evening's close, 
Sinks into undisturbed repose. 
Thou dost unrobe the weary breast, 
Compose the pillow of its rest, 
Hush the last deep, unconscious sigh, 
And softly fold the closing eye. 

Night spreads her sable pinions round, 
To brood upon the dark profound, 
And, mantled in meridian gloom, 
Sits silently on nature's tomb ; 
And nothing in th' impervious skies 
Intrudes upon her obsequies. 
There are a thousand themes that rise 
To teach their solemn mysteries ; 
O, it were wisdom not to spurn 
The lesson we from all may learn ! 
I read a language in the star, 
Most eloquent, from worlds afar ; 
It needs no mystic tongue to tell 
What, silently, it pleads so well. 
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Here friendship breathes a secret power 
To hallow the deep midnight hour. 
"Via sweet tomeet a generous mind, 
In kindred lineaments defined ; 
To catch the sigh and dry the tear 
Of those we love, those we revere. 
Friendship ! thou sweetly dost control 
The dearest feelings of the soul, 
Infuse into the breast a balm, 
And soothe its tumult to a calm. 
Here can the wretched find repose ; 
Hence springs the purest joy that flows,- 
A pitying eye, and heart to feel 
Another's woe, another's weal. 



190 



"MY SON, GIVE ME THINE HEART." 



And wilt Thou, Lord, receive a thing so foul 
As my base heart, polluted o'er with guilt ? 

Wilt Thou restore Thine image in my soul, 
And make me pure and holy 1 Yes, thou wilt. 

Lord, Thou hast promised — wherefore should I doubt ? 

Thy love invites me — why should I despair ? 
I dare believe Thou wilt my sins blot out, 

And breathe Thy sanctifying Spirit there. 

O, take it, Lord, renew it by Thy grace, 

Hallow the temple long denied by sin, 
The powers of darkness from Thine altar chase, 

And let the light of glory shine within. 

Now let me hear the renovating word ; 

Lowly and list'ning at Thy feet I kneel ; 
Speak but the word, " Be clean," O, gracious Lord ; 

And in the still, small voice, Thy power reveal 

Thou canst not ask, and then refuse to have 
The foulest heart, by vilest sinner given ; 

O no ! Thou wilt in mercy deign to save, 
And then, in love, create anew for heaven. 
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EXTRAVAGANZA 



The Devil, aroused by a dreadful yell, 

That rang like a peal through the vault of hell, 

Sprung up from his pillow of flame to see 

Whence such a wonderful sound could be. 

He roved about in his dark domain, 

And glutted his eyes with sights of pain, 

And laughed in his sleeve when he saw lost souls 

Flounder about in the fire in shoals. 

In the infernal abyss he espied 

The horrified soul of a suicide. 

He calTd his minions around him then, 

Who had just returned from abodes of men, 

And ask'd of each what report had he 

To give of his night's diablerie ? 

A fiend then started forth from the crowd, 

With an air of triumph proudly bow'd, 

And vauntingly pointed the spirit out, 

Who in surges of brimstone writhed about, 

And said : — " I saw him in yonder earth, 

Boasting of riches and noble birth. 

He pass'd his time in mirth and riot, 

But often he curs'd his heart's disquiet. 

I saw him go to a peaceful cot, 

That virtue call'd her favourite spot, 
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And pluck a beauteous flower that grew 
On a fair one's breast, and then withdrew ; 
And he left the fair one, all forlorn, 
To her bosom's woe, and bitter scorn ; 
And then I saw him her brother seek, 

And plunge a sword in his injured breast, 
Till the latest life-drops ooze and reek. 

He left him alone in his blood to rest, 
His heart all throbless, and pale his cheek ; 
And then he went to a gilded hall, 
To amuse himself with an ivory ball. 
He curs'd as he shuffled the painted card, 
Or rattled the die on the table hard ; 
Then rose when the last of his cash was gone, 
To wander wretchedly all alone. 
Sick to satiety with desires, 
Away from his haunts he now retires. 
I watched him home, — the clock struckfour 
As he turn'd the key of his chamber door. 
A pang of remorse through his bosom shot, — 
He thought of the fair and her peaceful cot ; 
The spirit of him he had rashly slain 
Travers'd the field of his fevered brain ; 
The profligate oath on his lips still hung, 
The rattling die on his ears still rung. 
He look'd at his purse, there was not a note, 
And he dash'd a razor across his throat." 
His spirit came rushing through the wound, 
And fell into hell with an awful sound ; 
And the shriek it gave, when it plunged below, 
Was that which had startled the Devil so ! 
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SONNET, 



Sweet Poesy ! why didst thou e'er inspire 

My youthful heart 1 why o'er my thrilling soul 
Bid such impetuous, wild passions roll 1 
Why wake my spirit with the sweet-toned lyre ? 
Time's dull monotony and scenes of care 
To me are wearisome when thy sweet snare, 
In spell-bound fetters, holds my vagrant feet. 
Ah ! I would climb the hill of steep ascent, 
Where beauteous flowers, in rich profusion, greet 

My roving fancy ; but, alas ! am bent 
Beneath the fiat that oppresses life, 
And deeply feel the treachery and strife ; 
Fain would I breathe the rapture of the breeze, 
That fans my buoyant spirit in its reveries. 

M 
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SONNET, 



I love thee, Poesy ! in every scene 

Of ever-changing life ; thou hast a charm 
To inspire my spirit, and my heart to warm ; 
When I am cheerless, then on thee I lean, 
Rehearse my sorrows, and unfold my woes ; 
Bereft of fortune's smiles, in thee I find 
A loved retreat, the peaceful spring, whence flows 

A solace that can soothe my troubled mind. 
Away from life and its distracting toils 
I turn distasteful, and my heart recoils 
When I forebode the future and review the past ; 

Hopes, bright as sunbeams, 'cross my way have shot, 
And I have seen the brightest hopes o'ercast, 
Blighted, destroyed, but ne'er, alas ! to be forgot. 
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SONNET. 



Yea ! man is born to sorrow, — painful truth ! 
It vibrates on the heart, even in mirth ; 
Appals fair virtue and the man of worth ; 

Beclouds the brow of age, the smile of youth; 

Blanches the cheek of beauty ; nips the bud 
Of cherish'd hope ; and desolates the breast 
Of innocence ; — in every heart a guest ! 

From every eye it pours a gushing flood ! 

And some there are whom sorrow preys upon 
Like a destroyer, revelling in his lair, 
Making the heart the altar of despair, 

Whence joy expires, hope is for ever gone : — 

Yes, " man is born to trouble," from the womb, 

Till death has pillowed him within the silent tomb. 
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SONNET 



Life is an ocean, bound by unknown shores. 
Man is the fragile bark to navigate : 
He launches, laden with a precious freight, 

And o'er the sea advent'rously explores ; 

Soul is the cargo ; passions are the stores ; 
Reason the chart ;— away he steers elate ! 
Soon gales arise and billows agitate, 

And gathering gloom on the horizon lowers. 

Now bursts the vivid flash ; the thunder roars ; 
His anchor drifts ; nor time nor tide await. 
Till, lash'd by surges in death's rapid strait, 

A stranded wreck he lies, — the tempest pours 

D'erwhelming fury round, and helpless he 

Shoots the dread gulf into a dark eternity ! 
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SONNET. 



Blush not, fair beauty, that my conscious glalice 
Doth rest so oft upon thy smiling face. 
In thy dear lineaments mine eye doth trace 

Departed loveliness ; my spirit's trance 

Renews a lost communion, perchance 

To dwell upon some cherish'd, joyous scene, 
Oasis in life's desert, which hath been 

All that the joy of love could e'er enhance. 

O, when thine eye rests upon mine by chance, 
It thrills sweet comfort to my aching heart 
In its lone sorrow ; thence it bids depart, 

In sympathy of silent utterance, 

The darkening thought, the loneliness, the grief, 

And brings to my dissevered spirit kind relief. 
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SONNET. 



Heaven bless thee, lady, — upon thy bright brow 
Beams forth thy spirits's high intelligence ; 
But, no, —thou art not destined to drive hence, 
From my o'erburden'd heart, the weight of woe, 
Nor open once again the springs whence flow. 
The streams that love and happiness bestow. 

No, thou art young ; may heaven be thy defence, 
And bless thy gentle heart, that it may know 
No pangs of ruin'd love, the bitter throe, 
Nor send thee journeying through life alone, 
When all that thou hast held most dear is* gone. 
To thee be earth a paradise below, 
A beauteous scene of sunshine and of flowers, 
Of rosy joy, of love, and balmy-scented bowers. 
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SONNET, 



Oh ! I had hoped, in life's decline, to share 
Thy truth and love, thy smiles and gentleness ; 

To feel my spirit kindled with thy prayer 

And high aspiring thoughts, that come to bless 
Departing souls in grief and hopelessness, — 

To turn them heavenward, from a world of woe, 

Where love is life, whose springs immortal flow, 
And beauty smiles in a perennial dress ; — 

But, no, — thy life is for another, — thine 

To be a light upon his path to shine, 

As, fitful, shines the star of eve through storms, 

With smiles and tears. His passionless love 

Will chill thy heart, and blight those angel-charms, 

Till, unrequited, it, alas ! will vainly rove. 



200 



SONNET, 



Oh ! there was one whose smile, so kind and true, 
Could dissipate the tear and quell the sigh ; 
Dumb is the eloquence of her gentle eye, 
And I, in solitude, am doom'd to rue : 
Oh ! that my spirit had its freedom too ! 
Detained no more, the sport of woe, to rove 
From t"he dear sainted object of its love ; 
I long the lost communion to renew, 
That intercourse of spirits which we knew ; 
I long to mingle with her in the joy 
Of heavenly love, that nothing can destroy, — 
Pure and eternal, and for ever new ! 
To share the Paradise death cannot blight, 
And dwell with her for aye in rapturous delight. 
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SONNET. 



Thou gentle bird of rosy breast, again 

Art thou returned from shady lane and grove, 
Which thou didst seek to indulge thy little love 

When early spring besprent with flowers the plain ; 
And now thou sittest on my garden rail, 
And warblest forth thy melancholy tale. 

There's something dirge-like in thy pensive strain ; 
And thou art lonely, — no companion gay 
Now shares thy song, — thou pinest all the day 

About my garden. Say, dost thou complain, 
In those sad strains, of the ingratitude 
Thou hast received from thy young truant brood, 

Which thou didst nourish in thy mossy nest, 

And fed with patient care, and warm'd with thy red breast.® 
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SONNET. 



Where are they fled, that thou shouldst lonely be, 
Prying askance with thy black, twinkling eye, 
And piping low to every passer-by 

From thy perch, hidden in the apple tree 1 
Welcome, sweet bird, unto my window come, 
And share with me the comfort of my home ; 

Here is no stealthy cat to pounce on thee ; 

I'll give thee crumbs, and meat, and dainty bits, 
And drive away the sparrows and the tits ; 

And thou canst live in luxury and glee. 
Come, pretty little bird, sorrow no more ; 
Fear neither frost nor snow, my friendly door 

And peaceful home will shelter give ; then sing 

A blithesome song until the flowers come with spring. 



203 



S O N X E T 



Time, time, thou art uot eager in thy flight : 
Early and late, in sunshine and in gloom, 
Thou loiterest not to scent the sweet perfume 

Of beauteous flowers, — it gives thee no delight ; 

Thou toilest onward in the darksome night 
As in the glorious day, and cuttest down 

The laughing child, the gay and thoughtless wight, 
The hero brave, the sage, the labouring clown, 

The blooming maiden, and the man of might ; 

Thy scythe and glass are ever held in view 
Before the dull, unconscious eyes of man, 
And he regards them not, nor deigns to scan 

His numbered days, fast dwindling to a few : 

He feasts and revels, frets and labours on, 

Till thou, in passing, cutt'st him down, and he is gone. 
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SONNET 



Rome, Rome, awake, — thou city of the dead ! 

The great, the wise, the glorious dead, whose names 

Are writ in history's page, which aye proclaims, 
Among thy mould'ring marbles, heroes fled — 
Sages, and saints, and martyrs, who have bled 

For man's, for virtue's, and their country's sake. 

From thy long lethargy — Rome, Rome, awake ! 
Shake off the servile dust that fouls thy feet ; 

Break the dread tyrant's yoke from off thy neck. 
The nations, Italy ! thy freedom greet, 

And mourn the eternal city held in check 
By Papal craft, oppressive priestly power, 
And foreign arms, that throng thy every street : 
Strike, strike for freedom, Rome ! now is thy destined 
hour. 
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SONNET, 



The Goth, the Vandal, erst subdued thy pride ; 

But thou didst rise like Phoenix from the flames, 

Rejoicing like the victor in thy games, 
And rolled far from thy gates the purple tide 

Of war. The nations bowed to thy decree, 
And thou hast reigned the mistress of the world ! 

To thee have monarchy bowed the abject knee. 
Alas ! how changed ! Thy bolts are harmless hurl'd ; 

Thy fallen great one, the proud triple-crowned, 

Is humbled from his throne — a king disowned. 
Spirit of freedom ! bid thy sons awake 

And claim their birthright, given as heaven's dower ; 
And Rome the tyrants from her arms shall shake, 

And be once more majestic in her wonted power. 
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S O N N E T , 



My own fireside is dear to peace and me : — 
From the cold world and all its seeming joys, 
And busy, plodding scenes of strife and noise, 

I here can come and find a sanctuary. 

Thou art to me an ever-charmed thing : — 

When the winds whistle, and the tempests roar, 
Or fortune seems to frown, I love thee more. 

I love to hear the merry cricket sing, 
And draw me nearer to the cheerful fire, 
A book my silent" friend, and my desire 

Is to be happy. Hence, away vain pride, 

And thoughtless mirth, dull care, imperious ire : 

Come, hallowed love, and at my hearth abide ; 

Come, consecrate and bless my own fireside. 
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M O N O }) Y . 



The favoured son of Genius low is laid 

In yonder sacred shade, 

In his long, dreamless sleep ; 
Science unbends her wrinkled brow to weep y 

And folds her antique vesture round 
His tomb, wrought with strange characters profound. 

These he unravelled to explore 

Their deep, mysterious lore, — 
Holding long converse with a wizard tongue, 

That oft upon his spirit flung, 
In uncouth accents, tones of other days — 
Kevealing to his curious, ardent gaze 
The dim-discovered scenes beyond the verge 
Of by-gone ages, swept by time's dark surge ! 

There Wisdom bows her head, and drops a tear 
Upon her loved one's bier, — 
And spreads her ample page 
To deck the dreary shrine of her lost sage. 
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Hope calmly looks upon the scene, 

Contemplates with untroubled mien, 
And smiles upon the page by Wisdom spread. 

Faith hails the cheering light 

That beams upon her sight, 
And, meekly kneeling, upward lifts her head : 

Entranced, she seems to hear 
The hallowed minstrelsy from other sphere, 

Wafted by angels' wings to this : — 
Hark ! 'tis the triumph of a soul in bliss. 
There she beholds a lustre-beaming star 
Range the bright firmament of worlds afar ; 
High in the blissful climes its course it steers, 
And mingles in the music of the spheres, — 
Shines more illustrious as its circles move 
Within the eternal element of love. 4 

Fame took her pencil, on the marble traced, 
In characters too deep to be effaced, — 
" Here ends the pilgrimage of ADAM CLARKE,— 
His ashes rest in hope, — the vital spark, 
That sprung immortal from the fount of light, 
To its divine Original took flight. 
Go, reasoning sceptic, and review the page, 
Memorial of his worth for half an age ; 
Trace the long record, — not one impious blot 
Pollutes a line that he would wish forgot. 
Wouldst thou bequeath a name as purely free, — 
Live, think, speak, work, die, for eternity ! 
'Twas thus he lived and died ; him none attaint, — 
In life, an oracle ; in death, a saint."' 
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APPENDIX. 



Note A, Page 31.— 
" Immortal Bradley ! thou whose mighty mind." 

Dr. James Bradley lies buried in Minchin Hampton 
Church-yard, Glo'stershire. A tomb was erected over 
his grave, on which was placed a mural brass, containing 
an inscription in Latin, of which the following is a 
translation : — 

"Here lies buried James Bradley, D.D., Member of the Royal 
Societies of London, Paris, Berlin, and Petersburg ; Astronomer 
Royal ; Savilian Professor of Astronomy at Oxford ; — a man highly 
esteemed for his knowledge of philosophy, especially in the investi- 
gation of abstruse points ; so successfully diligent, and of such great 
wisdom, that those of every nation who devoted themselves to those 
pursuits freely owned his superiority ; and, at the same time, of such 
rare modesty, that he alone seemed ignorant of the high reputation 
in which he was held by the most competent judges. He died 12th 
July, 1762, aged 72." 

A few years ago, two persons, who had contracted to keep 
the church clock in repair, stole several copper plates 
from the tombstones in the churchyard. They were 
prosecuted for the felony. Among those stolen was that 
on Bradley's tomb. It was, however, recovered, and is 
now fixed up inside the church. Bradley was born at 
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Sherborne, in Glo'stershire, and was married and buried 
at Minchin Hampton. 

Note O, Page 70.— " Eggleston Prioiy, Rokeby." 

The ruins of this Priory are situated about a mile 
from Barnard Castle, Yorkshire, and near Rokeby Hall, 
the seat of Mr Morritt, M.P. There are gravestones in 
the ruins bearing the names of the old Lords of Rokeby. 
It was at Rokeby Hall that Sir Walter Scott wrote his 
poem ; and the chief places of interest on the estate, 
that were favourite resorts of the poet, are pointed out 
to visitors. We have sat in the grotto overhanging the 
Greta, near its junction with the Tees, which the poet 
calls the "greeting of the waters," with feelings of 
emotion. It was in this grotto Sir Walter wrote a 
good part of the poem. 

Note D, Page 74. — "And he lost his reason for love." 

The beautiful and accomplished daughter of Sir 

became enamoured with a son of one of her 



father's tenants. They first met at a yeomanry ball. 
The young man, being a cornet in her father's troop, 
danced more than once with the charming young lady. 
He became impressed with her beauty, and the attach- 
ment became mutual. Frequent interviews took place 
between them ; and the affair being made known to the 
baronet, he immediately removed his daughter to London, 
where she fell into a melancholy from which she never 
recovered. The young man's father, in order to please 
his landlord, removed his son into a distant county, 
where he took a farm for him. His unhappy position 
prevailed too much over his reason : he took to the 
bottlu, and died in n fit of delirium tremens. The young 
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man was afterwards proved to be a natural son of the 
baronet, born before his mother's marriage ; and the two 
lovers resembled each other like brother and sister. 

Note E, Page 201.— 
" And fed with patient care, and warmed with thy red breast." 

The robin is considered almost a sacred bird. Its 
habits are singular. In the spring it flies away from its 
usual haunts, and is not seen again till the winter 
approaches, when it visits the dwellings of man with an 
intrusive familiarity, and seems to claim both food and 
protection. Unlike other birds, it does not sing during 
the season of incubation — it is then very shy and silent. 
Few people have seen young robins — they disappear as 
soon as they are capable of flight, and appear to hide 
away from sight. They are pugnacious birds, and the 
young males wage a war of extermination against the old 
males. The writer has frequently seen them fight, and 
found the old birds dead. In October they begin to 
sing. The song is plaintive and sorrowful, and ceases on 
the approach of spring. There is a passage in Kirk 
White's poem's which exonerates, the poet from the charge- 
of robbing birds' nests. He says — 

" And on the branch that rears above the rest 
The robin, unmolested, builds his nest." 

The robin never builds either in a tree or bush. Its nest 
is made in a hole in a bank, or in the bole of an old tree. 

Note F, Page 208.— •' In life, an oracle ; in death, a saint." 

Dr. Adam Clarke was well known in the literary world 
as the learned commentator on the Bible, and as author 
of several works of value. His acquaintance with 
Oriental literature placed him in the foremost rank of 



212 

linguists, and he rendered the Government much service 
in translating documents from various nations in India. 
He was attached to the Wesleyan body, and a popular 
preacher. 



It has often been said that " talent runs in families," 
but this axiom will not hold good in every case ; for we 
often see the children of some parents, who have risen to 
eminence in some particular — who have been gifted with 
talent and ability far above the common order of men — 
who have received the homage of their species — we often 
see the children of such men endowed with no particular 
faculty, and frequently below the common standard of 
intellect. Numerous instances of this might be adduced. 
Nevertheless, there are instances in which father and son, 
for more than one generation, have shown talent in some 
particular different to other men. It will not be denied 
that the author of this volume has shown a degree of 
poetical knowledge. If the mens divinior does not 
always glow 

" In thoughts that breathe, and words that burn," 

it must be acknowledged that the caccetkes scribendi has 
not always impelled the writer. A gift of a similar kind 
has pervaded several members of his family in a high 
degree. In the following pages he has given examples of 
this ; and it will be acknowledged that no common par- 
tiality has induced the author to place on record these 
specimens of poetical talent. The first poem, "The 
Passage of the Children of Israel through the Bed Sea," 
was written by a son of the author, at the age of 14 
years, and won the prize in competition at a public school. 
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He died early,- but had written several thousand lines 
upon various subjects, and a poem of some length upon 
Chivalry. The other verses are from the pen of a sister 
of the author, and show a true appreciation of the poetical 
and beautiful in composition. A younger son of the 
author possessed in an extraordinary degree the talent of 
an artist, and left behind him specimens of drawing of very 
superior excellence. Indeed, Mr. Ackerman, late of the 
Strand, in letters to Herring, Landells, and Vizitelli, said of 
them, that they were the best drawings he had ever seen. 
This dear boy died of an attack of measles, after having 
received the sacrament at the hands of the Eev. Jas. Borro- 
daile, who wrote of him as "a youth of extraordinary piety." 
A few hours before his death he sang Charles Wesley's 
beautiful hymn, " Jesus, lover of my soul," with great 
fervour and energy; and, after he had sung it, he con- 
tinued the tune, composing verses as he proceeded, till 
he completely exhausted himself, and fainted. He must 
have composed several hundred lines, and this he did 
without the cessation of a moment. The character of 
his composition may be judged from the following verses, 
which were taken down by a lady who was at his 
bed-side : — 

I have often vexed dear father, 
When I should have loved him — 

God forgive me, I would rather 
Die than live to trouble him. 

I will ask my dearest Saviour 

That his angel I may be, 
To guard him from sin and danger, 

And keep him from Satan free. 

In heaven I shall see dear mother, 

Where immortal I shall be. 
God preserve my dearest brother, 

May he rejoice in death like me. 
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What renders this effort of the mind more extraordinary 
is, that he was never known to compose a line of verse 
before. He was altogether an extraordinary boy. He 
would never let any book be read in his presence on the 
Sunday but the Bible, in which he took great delight. 
When only four years old, his brother, two years older, 
was reading to him from the Bible the plagues of Egypt. 
His feelings became greatly excited, and he said, " I 
would not have had all this trouble with Pharaoh if I 
had been God : I would have sent the devil to him at 
once." On one occasion he came across a sceptic, who had 
been giving a philosophical lecture, and took him to task 
about his disbelief of the Bible. The gentleman told 
the author that " he never met with such an antagonist 
in his life — he seemed to have the Bible by heart." 



THE EXODUS. 
A ruizE Poem : By W. J. Baker, Aged 14 Years. 



Beyond the spot where Perim's lonely isle 
Stands in the strait, a silent sentinel, 
The Red Sea, flowing from the wider main, 
Parts Egypt's rocks and scorched Tehama's plain. 
Here mighty Pharaoh, in remoter times, 
Received the punishment of all his crimes ; 
For years beneath his yoke did Judah groan, 
Till God beheld his sorrows from His throne. 
He saw, and gave His servant Moses' hand 
Command and power to scourge the guilty land ; 
But nought could move,— the river turned to blood, 
The boils, the lice, t\ie Te\A,Vtes> of tl\e flood : 
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In vain the locusts and the flies assail, 

And fields were crushed by storms of fire and hail : 

Vainly, in Egypt's glowing noon, they feel 

The pitchy gloom of Chaos and of hell. 

They yield at last, when on the midnight cloud 

The terrible destroying angel rode ; 

On all he cast his pestilential breath, 

And every roof became the scene of death. 

There rose at midnight hour a cry of woe, 

And Pharaoh, shuddering, let the people go. 

Then Israel left the King of Egypt's reign, 

And fled to Etham in the desert plain ; 

The Lord himself directs their wandering way, 

A flaming fire by night, a pillar'd cloud by day. 

But angry Pharaoh, in his rapid car, 
Pursued with all his mighty force of war. 
Six hundred chosen chariots thundering rolled, 
And clouds of foot and horsemen, bright with gold- 
To overtake them, ere they reached the strand, 
They swiftly followed through the mountain land. 

But Israel's children, toiling wearily, 
Attained at length the margin of the sea ; 
And, there encamping, saw, as day declined, 
The host of Egypt marching close behind. 
On as they came, in martial pomp arrayed, 
The people saw them, and were sore afraid- 
Enclosed by seas, by foes, and mountains high, 
They sent to heaven a lamentable cry. 

" Fear not," was Moses' heaven-directed word, 
"Stand still, and see the wonders of the Lord : 
The proud Egyptians ye this day have seen 
No more for ever shall be seen again." 

The angel, armed with dread Jehovah's power, 
That led them on their way and inarched before, 
Passed to the rear to guard their sheltered flight, 
And stood between their camp and Egypt's might. 
The cloud, the fiery pillar, went behind, 
And on the sons of Judah brightly shined ; 
But in the darkness Pharaoh's fierce array, 
Bewildered and confused, pursued their way— 
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Each moved, divided by the cloud and light, 
And none came near the other all the night. 
Then came to Moses' ear the word of God, 
And o'er the waters bade him stretch his rod. 

He raised his rod,— the roaring waves divide 
And form a solid wall on either side, 
While awe-struck Israel left the rocky plain 
And trod the oozy caverns of the main. 
They see, advancing with a silent dread, 
The arching waters hung above their head : 
Behind, the cloud and fiery pillar go, 
And the flushed waves returned the crimson glow. 

But Pharaoh's swarthy host their steps pursued, 
Urged on by rage and desperate hardihood. 
On the fierce horse and rolling chariots drove, 
Proudly behind their marshalled masses move — 
The serried foot, and crested cavalry, 
Still marching forward like a rushing sea, 
With swords and bows the bristling columns shine, 
And spears and banners waver o'er the line ; 
Strong rays of light their shields and helmets fling — 
The drums and trumpets sound, and cymbals ring. 
On prancing steeds the fiery horsemen rode, 
Whose mail affrights the monsters of the flood ; 
With arching necks they shake the golden reins, 
And champ the foaming bit, and toss their flowing mai 

But when the watches of the morning came, 
Jehovah saw them through the pillared flame ; 
Robed in the cloud, he troubled their array 
With wild and supernatural dismay, 
And on their hearts, that throbbed with terror's spell, 
An utter horror of thick darkness fell. 
Their chariot wheels were loosened by His hand ; 
They drove them heavily through yielding sand ; 
Lowering upon their heads the waves appear, 
And chilled their bosoms with unearthly fear. 
" From Israel's face," they whispered, " let us fly- - 
God fights against us for the enemy." 

Then Moses, at the Lord's supreme command, 
Stretched o'er the deep and mighty floods his hand ; 
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And as a hollow, loud, and swelling sound 

Rolled like deep thunder v through the vast profound, 

The sea, returning to its bed at length, 

Roared over Pharaoh with its mighty strength. 

The warriors fled against it ; but in vain, — 

God overthrew them in the boiling main ; 

The foaming billows o'er the chariots rolled, 

And swept above with fury uncontrolled. 

The frantic riders struggled in the sea ; 

The drowning horses screamed in agony ; 

Above their heads its spray the ocean throws, 

And through their mouths and spreading nostrils flows ; 

Swift through the waves they sink, like lifeless stone, 

And water gurgles in their dying groan. 

Pharaoh, contending in the jaws of death, 

Blasphemed his idols with his latest breath 

In vain. The surging ocean heaved «tnd dashed, 

Conflicting cars and men together crashed, 

Till all, encumbered with their heavy mail, 

Sunk to the bottom, dead, and ghastly pale ; 

And Israel saw, when safe conducted o'er, 

The drowned Egyptians dead upon the shore. 



The following poems are from the elegant pen of Mrs 
Emma Dawson, a sister of the author of " Stray Leaves 
from Parnassus :" — 

MY CHILD IN HEAVEN. 



The golden harps, and songs of praise ! 

How sweet must be the spirit lays ! 
And faith can hear that voice of love 

Mingling its strains with saints above. 

Can see seraphic, heavenly light 

Beam from thine eyes, e'en here so bright ; 
Thy childhood's wish is now attained - 

Thou hast thy Saviour's presence gained. 
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Though left alone to grief and pain, 

I know my loss is thy best gain, 
And would not, though the power were mine, 

Recall thee back to earth again ; 

But long to wing my hapjiy flight, 

And dwell with thee in heaven's pure light. 
The world's embittered trials past, 

Well meet again, my child, at last ; 
And sin and death's great conflict o'er. 

Then, loved one, we shall part no more. 



MY MOTHER. 



Oh, where is the bright eye that smil'd on ray birth, 
That welcom'd my frail form a tenant of earth ; 
The whispers of gladness, the hopes and the fears 
That pierc'd through the vista of fast fleeting years ? 

"Where the affections that round the babe press'd, 
To take one last peep ere it nestled to rest ? 
Oh, where is the prayer that wafted above 
To the God of her faith for the child of her love ? 

Where, where is the voice that guided my youth, 
That thrilTd through my soul the bright precepts of truth, 
That smil'd on my pastime, that check'd the wild thought, 
Instilling so kindly the wisdom it taught ? 

Oh, where is the guide of my yet riper years, 
That strengthen'd my knowledge, that smil'd at my fears, 
That bid me take courage and steer through the world, 
With faith in the banner her God had unfuiTd ? 

Oh, where is the tear that would linger awhile, 
And then pass away, ever chased by a smile ? 
The light step, as often it measur'd its way 
To the altar of Hope iov Viet child to pray ? 
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The bright eye, affections, voice, guide, sinile, and tear, 
Have all pass'd away to a happier sphere ; 
She is gone to her home, in a heaven of rest, 
A beautiful spirit for evermore blest ! 



"THERE BEMAINETH A REST FOR THE 
PEOPLE OF GOD." 



O, there is a rest ! — not this valley of tears — 
A rest free from sorrow, not shadowed by fears, 
Where the trials of life will for ever be o'er, 
And " fulness of joy " will prevail evermore. 

The path lieth homeward, though dreary the waste, 
To escape from this vain world, haste, Christian, haste ; 
Going home, going home, the pilgrim doth cry, 
His step growing firmer, and brighter his eye. 

Then, pilgrim, O "gird up the loins of your mind," 
His word be your staff, and look not behind : 
The charms of the world entice you to roam, 
Close your ears to the tempter, and say — Going home. 

Going home to my rest — the place was prepared 
By Him who shrunk not from the sorrows He shared — 
Going home, going home, though clouds interfere 
To darken the pathway — the Saviour is near. 

O, look not behind, the world hath a snare, — 
Look onward ! the bright star of Hope shineth there ; 
Behind lieth sorrow, and darkness, and sin, — 
Look up ! there's a heaven of glory to win. 

Above life's loud tempest he still hears the cry, 
" A mansion of rest is prepared in the sky !" 
Then, onward — O, hasten ! for time flieth fast, 
And the heaven-bound pilgrim shall rest there at last. 
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UP THERE." 

REPLY TO A FRIEND. 



I would not climb the hill of fame, 
To hear the worldling's loud applause ; 

Nor would I heed the highest seat, 
Were worldly riches but the cause. 

I would not have my life works be 
Spent upon bubbles light as air ; 

I look from time to eternity, 

And seek a crown of glory there. 

I would not love tie praise of men, 
Tho' earthly trophies great were won ; 

I look far hence from fleeting joys, 
To hear the blessed words " well done." 

I would not walk the world alone, 
But cast a light on some around, 

That, seeing, they may hear the words — 
Come, seek the Saviour I have found. 

Great it must be a soul to save, 
Though humble is the heart of love ; 

And gentle words that soul may win, 
And help to fit it for above. 

Tis sweet to labour in the cause 
Of Jesus when the work is blest ; 

But oh ! how sweet, the toil passed o'er, 
To feel the soul " turn to its rest." 

With confidence, with holy faith, 
With deeper gratitude and love, 

We work for God, we labour on, 

To hear the words "well done" abbve. 
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'STAND STILL AND SEE THE SALVATION 
OF THE LORD." 



My soul, my troubled soul stand still, 
Admire — adore — but ne'er repine ; 

Whatever thy suffering, 'tis His will — 
Shall not thy Saviour's will be thine ? 

Oh, He can smite each darkened wave, 
Defeat each with'ring, bitter blast — 

Be still, my soul, each storm you brave 
But brings you nearer to the last. 

Entrust, then, all your future lot — 
Though swelling e'er so high the tide — 

On Him who will " forbid you not " 
To shelter in His wounded side. 

That He doeth we know not now 
'* Hereafter " will to us reveal ; 

To each dark " symbol " meekly bow — 
Know — He that smiteth loves to heal. 

Let there be borne on every sigh, 
To Him who all thy sins once bore, 

" Though He slay me, yet will I 
Trust Him for evermore." 



'HE RESTETH IN HIS LOVE.' 



Though He doth silence keep, 

His arm is stretched out still, 
He doth but try thy faith 

To work His mighty will. 
Though silent to thy prayer, 

There is the willing ear, — 
Then onward, child of God, 

Thy cross with patience bear. 
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Though Jesus' voice be still, 

And answers not a word, 
There yet is such deep love, 

As, could His voice be heard, 
Would say — " Raise yet thy prayer, 

Nor check the patient tear, 
Onward, thou child of God, 

Thy cross with patience bear." 

" He resteth in His love," 

Though He might gently chide, 
For that will never chill, 

Though He His face may hide. 
In faith and patience wait 

Till He the silence break, — 
Through the tempestuous cloud 

The " still small voice " will speak. 

When storms and darkness lower, 

And sorrows thee appal, 
Trust in His mighty power — 

He listens to thy call. 
Keep near the Mercy's seat, 

His sovereign will still own, 
And thou at last shall find 

Thy cross to be thy crown. 

Doubt not His promised word 

To save a fallen race, 
His promises will never fail — 

Trust when thou cannot trace. 
Thy prayer at length is heard, 

Through faith and love divine — 
His blessing surely will be given 

In His appointed time. 

Though thou art tempest toss'd, 

Thy night be dark and dreary, 
Waiting for Jesus thus, 

Thy soul well-nigh grows weary ; 
But thy Redeemer liveth yet, 

His power to save still own, 
And in the end thou'lt surely find 

Thy cross shall be thy crown. 
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